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| thought about death a lot when I was younger, always con- 
necting with the bleaker side of things, but never seriously 
considered it until | lived with, guess who, a guy named 
Ben. He always used to pretend he was committing suicide: 
slicing his arms up, drinking rat poison, and threatening 
me with the kitchen knives (when he thought doing us both 
inwould be more fun). Just living with him was, in a certain 
respect, my giving up on life. | was waiting for someone to 
save me from the hell I'd gotten myself into because | Was 
too fucked up to do it myself. But | was too old as far as my 
dad was concerned and | didn't have many friends left, since 
Ben scared most of them away. 

The times | tried to “escape,” Ben would find me and 
carry me back, kicking and screaming, to our "home." One 
time | finally got the strength to kick him out (after another 
one of his rat poison affairs) and when he tried to get into 
the house | wouldn't let him in. | remember, | was on the 
phone with my mom, telling her | was scared and suddenly 
| saw him trying to break into a side window on the fire 
escape of our Hollywood apartment. Screaming, | ran into 
the bathroom with the phone. | heard him break in. | told 
her to call 911. | hung up and did the same and just like 
some overacted horror movie he tried to break in the bath- 
room door. *&@&*%l# | screamed to the 911 operator. 
Three floors up all | could do was think about which was 
worse: jumping and possibly dying, or facing him and pos- 
sibly.dying. But the cops, for the first time ever, got there in 
time and took him away. 

When | broke up with Ben | went through six months 
or so of wanting to die. It was my boat phase and my close 
friends know it as the time when | would freak out so badly 
I'd run into the bathroom and lock the door and go into the 
waterless bath tub. | actually spent many nights in there. It 
was my boat and I'd go on little journeys to far away places 
where | could survive. Ben would call me often during this 
period. He would tell me where and how he was going to 
kill himself and give me the exact time and tell me | could 
find him there — and save his life. Or he'd call to tell me 
what a horrible person | was and how | should watch my 
back, He actually broke into my home at one point (fortu- 
nately an old friend of mine helped me get out of town be- 
cause | was scared — to death — of him). My roommate, 
who was home at the time, said Ben kicked in the window, 
went into the kitchen and stole all the kitchen knives and 
ran out. 

With the introduction to all these feelings of suicide 
and depression, | learned how to grasp on to that mood and 
stay there for an unlimited period of time. | had been de- 
pressed before, but this was so much deeper. | often found 
myself curled up into a little ball of despair, thinking only of 
regrets, failures, my stupidity and uselessness. "No one 
loves me” boo hoo. 


| guess | don't know how to break up with boys ‘cause after 
my last one | went through a similarly horrible phase — simi- 
lar in the way | treated myself. To start it off | left town: just 
hopped in my car and ran away. | ended up at a cheap hotel 
in Calabasas. | was alone in a hotel doing nothing but my 
thoughts were making me hyperventilate. | was so freaked 
out | couldn't even breathe. After a day | tried to get the hair 
drier to reach the bathtub. | was too scared to die though. 


BY DARBY 





The "friends" | needed to help weren't there, so | called all 
the suicide hotlines in the phone book. 101 questions just 
to tell me they couldn't help (usually ‘cause | had no insur- 
ance) and gave me different numbers. JUST GET ME OUT 
OF HERE! | gave up and checked out of the hotel and drove 
to Olive View Hospital, where I'd gone before for tree medi- 
cal help, thinking they'd take anyone. It was like getting up 
the energy to bike ride 50 miles with a temperature and the 
flu. | barely made it but | was optimistic, | thought | was 
moving in the right direction. They would lock me up and 
Not let me hurt myself. MY NEW HOME! Put me on drugs, a 
straight jacket, I just didn't care. I sat in that goddamn wait- 
ing room for two hours, completely exhausted, lying across 
the chairs ‘cause | couldn't keep my head up, until finally a 
dorky looking doctor came out to talk with me. FINALLY! 
But | was fooled. He wasn't really there to help me. The 
minute | told him | had no money and no insurance his job 
as doctor ended and he was there only to convince me | 
didn't need help. | was going through convulsions at this 
point, “No. You're right. | don't need help. | just sat in this 
goddamn office for two hours ‘cause | don't need help. You're 
right." If | had the strength I would have punched him. If 
had the strength right now I'd drive over there and punch 
him. 

Shaking and screaming | stormed out of the place. It 
was close to midnight and | had no where to go. I was ex- 
hausted but all | could think of was that | would drive to San 
Francisco (great idea!). So, | got in my car and headed north. 
| made it a whopping 15 miles before | started passing out 
and realized | had to pull over to sleep. | got off somewhere 
near Magic Mountain and drove to one of those lakes up 
there, parked on the side of the road and shivered myself to 
sleep. 

When | woke up | had a new plan. | just didn't want to 
drag it out any longer. | felt | had tried all my options. | 
drove to the valley, wrote up my will, and went to my mom's 
house where my grandma was staying. Both of them com- 


There's only one thing I know for certain - it can always be worse. 


bined had enough pills to knock off an army. But when | got 
there I couldn't find the stash. | think my mom gave up the 
pill popping and she was hiding my grandma’ from her. | 
was desperate. This whole time | was taking grocery store 
sleeping pills, so on top of everything | wasn't really con- 
scious. | had to get out of there but | didn’t want to go home 
a failure (how could | face the home town fans!?): 

Things are always falling apart. But when life has the 
chance to fall apart around you, all at once, it jumps at the 
opportunity. This time | couldn't stop the destruction. | 
couldn't even carry on a conversation with people. Instead 
of locking myself up in the bathroom | locked myself up in 
my house and wouldn't leave unless | had to. | wouldn't 
answer the phone, unless it was by accident, And | bor- 
rowed my friend's TV and spent almost every day in a coma 
with the TV on, curled up in one of my depression balls. 

You know, my biggest problem was access to death. 
If there was just a quick, no-think button or something, | 
surely would have pushed it. But it seemed there was too 
much time to contemplate over things. Too much time to 
second-guess myself. 

| woke up each and every single morning devising 
new plans on how and when | was going to die. It was truly 
the main focus of my existence. One of the most dramatic 
was a dive off an office building that was so elaborately 
planned out it was obsenely pathetic that I'd actually failed 
at itas well. Another was that | was going to finish the "Death" 
issue and ask Don Lewis to take the cover photo of me with 
a gun and, of course, | was going to get him to capture me 
blowing my brains out — without him knowing what was 
going on beforehand. You know, | was really starting to un- 
derstand the desperation/stupidity of Ben. | should have 
bought a fuckin‘ lunchpail 

A year later (or was it a month?) some friends helped 
me talk to idiots in counseling. It helped, though once | got 
my head sorta functioning | couldn't stand to bare my soul 
to people who were paid to pretend to care. When, during 
the same time, | had a falling out with one of my closest 
friends, | gave up on the counseling and instead went to 
Gun Heaven. Gun Heaven — is that the fuckin’ greatest name 
for a gun store or what?! Sounded much more fun than go- 
ing to “The Counseling Center,” or whatever the fuck it was 
called. Its the easiest way to go — using a gun — surefire 
and all that, But the trick, having to wait 15 days... man. 
What brain invented that rule? | got a Rossi 38 Special, 
snub nose. It's pretty cool. | shot it in the desert recently — 
for fun. I'm not sure what happened but it took me two 
months to pick up that gun from Gun Heaven. Six months 
to actually buy some bullets. 

It's weird to think this was all less than a year ago. | 
don't feel great or anything, but the only thing I'd use that 
gun for today is to blow someone's head off if they tried to 
fuck with me. It was a weird feeling, making such a transi- 
tion. | can't help but laugh at the twist of events — in the end 
wanting that gun only to protect my cherished life. 


Many people find humor in death imagery because its much 
easier than actually facing it in a serious manner. They can 
buy and collect and sell death, and somehow that keeps 
them thinking they're in tune with it, hip with it, perhaps 


almost even ready for it. 
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instead of allowing us to actually become more 
just dulls our senses to it. What do you think when 
in the last movie you saw, or some major 
or the hundreds of people that died on 
hard to imagine the worth. What does it 
moment think we are somehow more 
worthy of living than we're just slowly Killing ourselves, or 
putting ourselves in the position of certain slaughter, with little or no regard to the reality, 
the possibility, THAT THIS IS IT! 

We're forced to feel death, ‘cause it's always pushing us, but we try-not to pay too 
Much attention to it. We're not trying to tap into some source to give us clues to understand 
it, perhaps even, gulp, survive it. Living is hard enough — why add dying on to the list of 
things to worry about? t 

It seems the closest we get to pondering the finality of death is wanting our precious 
memory (or even a few genes) to live on in others: by means of having children (yikes), 
becoming famous (yawn), or even hoping at the least that someone will find our diary, and 
we'll live-on in the hearts of all who care how tragic our life was. With all the pathetic 
people, with all their whiny diaries aching for someone to care, you could fill, well, a world. 

1 guess | should state now that this is the Ben Is Dead "Black" issue. Cheers! In it we 
cover a wide range of topics: From murder to afros — though the subjects of death and 
depression have got the stronghold. We use these themes as a guide — not as an impossi- 
bly rigid format. 

Every time | complete an issue, | die much more than | need to. God knows why | had 
to make this issue even larger, a whopping 156 pages. For all the terminally slow out there, 
please note that the cover price does reflect the time, energy, content, and overall foxiness 
of the staff. We're 100% guaranteed — if you're not satisfied just go ask god for a full refund 

Also, I'd like to thank Justin Forbes for the beautiful cover art (which the photo lab. 
subsequently destroyed without a second thought — if you'd like a better copy send $6 for 
a big full color poster! or $15 for the t-shirt). Here's some of Justin's info: He's currently 
living in New Orleans but is creatively kidnapped to LA to do covers for really cool bitchen 
Zines. He's a self taught oil painter working in multimedia, and produces autobiographical 
Work. A review of his shit's in the May/June issue of Georgian based art magazine Art 
Papers. For the fans, Justin did the cover of the Ben "Broke" issue. His contact address is 
940 Royal St. Suite 351, New Orleans, LA 70116 

And, saving the hardest for last, my once dearest and bestest friend Kerin is, after 
over three years, leaving Ben /s Dead. Despite all the hell we've been through together, and 
the strains that the magazine pressure puts one under, when it worked it worked like perfec- 
tion. | mean, who the hell else on this whole entire planet could convince me to go with her 
to interview Duran Duran. And who else would stay up all hours, delirious, in pain, for 
weeks, months in a row, trying to put together a stupid fanzine — just for the fucking fun of 
it. And though she was only able to put together a few of the pieces she was set to do for 
this issue, she had a major part in spreading the word around and getting some good work 
from a number of new contributors. And, hopefully, if the world (or her head) can stand still 
for a few moments, she'll be able to contribute to some of our up and coming issues (Kerin, 
| swear, you're gonna /ove the themes!). In the mean time you can find Kerin at Interscope 
Records, schmoozing like nobody's business, and hopefully writing beautiful prose for 
other lucky publications. 

As of this issue, Jessy has taken over as hot ad babe and is finding out just how hard, 
and easy, the job is. Carla Bozulich (who did the “sassy” fashion spread, and was actually 
the one who helped me edit that Duran Duran interview) is now contributing her extraordi- 
пагу skills on a more regular basis (that is ‘til her new band, the Geraldine Fibbers, gets 
outta control [any second now]). And, of course, Paul is being dragged away from school 
so he can torture the youths with his morbid philosophy and painful sense of humor... oh 
and to work his fucking butt off keeping Darby sane (wait, is it sane?). | also must make a 
special super-duper shout-out to Noel Tolentino (ex- Waffle, Bunnyhop fame). For the first 
time ever | allowed someone to help me do layout — which was hard for me to do but he 
begged and begged... (you really had no idea how impossible this was, did ya Noel?). 
Poor kid was probably in bed for weeks recovering. He actually got me to work in Quark 
instead of Pagemaker — and, for the record, the fucker bombed just as well. (I'm still a 
Pagemaker girl, just try to change me!) 

Ben Is Dead is a personal emotional traumatic stress syndrome trapped in the body 
of a big zine — perhaps a bit too personalized, but heh, | have very personal intentions. It's 
made up of many kids from around town who are trying to express themselves to the world 
in hopes that it will be shoved back in their face some day soon and they'll feel like shits for 
even bothering. But they've got this self-destructive streak in them and so they kinda get off 
on it, and they're poor and depressive but they kinda get off on that too... So actually 
they're quite happy ‘cause they're so pathetic and they just want you to know how pathetic 
they are, so you'll be happy too. 5000 Enjoy!!! 
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B.1.D.: So, your full and correct name is John Aes 
Nihil, is that right? From the Aes Nihil family? 
John: Apparently. 

Could you explain a little bit about the Archives 
of Aesthetic Nihilism? 

Originally it was just the Manson archives, but then it got 
expanded into all sorts of other things. 

Like what “other things”? 

Satanism, serial killers, LSD maniacs and glamorous stars 
like the Goddess Bunny 

Who exactly is the Goddess Bunny? 

The only truly glamorous star left in Hollywood, obviously. 
How did you first catch wind of the Goddess’ exis- 
tence? 

| went to Limbo Lounge to see Glen Meadmore perform, it 
was Glen and the Cosmic Daniel. I'm not sure if Bunny was 
performing that night; | know that Rafael was, he was either 
performing or videotaping or something like that, and 
that's how | met him, because we were both taking photos. 
Rafael had all these amazing videos. | think he was either 
living with Bunny at the time or had been, so he just basi- 
cally taped whatever went on, which meant that he had on 
videotape the sacred Goddess Bunny porno 

Did he have the infamous “tap-dancing” video? 
No, Glen and Keith Holland made that later on 

You realized when you saw these early Rafael 
videos that this indeed was “the only truly glam- 
orous star left in Hollywood?” 
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| don't know if you could call the porno glamorous, but it 
was certainly amazing. | saw her perform at Limbo a 
number of times and then Rafael asked me if | wanted to go 
visit her, so of course | did. We went to Hollywood and 
Western and she was living in the hotel that was on the 
corner opposite where the St. Francis is. She was in there 
with a bunch of hustler guys. She spent the entire time we 
were there crawling around on the rug, searching for imag- 
inary pieces of crack. 

That does sound glamorous indeed. So the 
archives basically contain all sorts of wonderful 
information on the Goddess and many other indi- 
viduals, and there was a quote that you were 
chronicling “the massive schizophrenic break- 
down at the end of the millennium." 

Yeah. 

It's true, too. Could you explain the concept of 
‘aesthetic nihilism?’ 


We're sitting here in the lovely home of John Aes Nihil, which is not that unusual an occurrence 
for me, because I live here as well. Oddly enough it's been very difficult pinning this man down 
to interview him because he's exceedingly busy doing Satan-knows-what 24 hours a day. 
Among other things, John spends his time maintaining an extensive archive, chock-full of neato 
subversive stuff; disseminating extreme and bizarre information and artwork; documenting the 
subterranean performance art/drag-wierdness scene in Los Angeles; directing underground 
“cult” (literally!) movies; making a not-very-joyous noise to offend God, man, and anyone else 
within earshot with his para-musical combo "Beyond Joy and Evil"; and generally striking fear 
into the hearts of do-gooders everywhere. He resembles a mummified Mel Lyman, with 
"Tomorrow Belongs To Me" blonde hair and eyes that see right through you all the way to 
China. His emotionless monotone is something that must be heard to be believed ~ It’s a 
Burroughsian nasal drone, delivered in a detached deadpan, like Andy Warhol as portrayed by 
Robocop, and liberally sprinkled with pauses longer than those used to such chilling effect by... 
conservative radio commentator. ....Paul....... Harvey. It's enough to put anyone off their game, 
if not their rocker, when you ask a question and this guy just sits there with a Mona Lisa smirk, 
slowly rubbing his chin, and looking at you for what seems like a year, or at least long enough 
for you to wonder if maybe you were just imagining you were having a conversation with him | 
and, right when you're ready to give up and ask him something else, figuring maybe he just 
didn’t hear you, he finally responds, with something appropriately creepy like “...Mmm hmm.” 
But sometimes, the throttle gets stuck, and the wit, wisdom and weltschmerz of this enigmatic 
Ubermensch spill out like water and wine from an impaled Nazarene. The man has been there, 
done that, and definitely has a whole lot to say about it, which does seem a bit odd when you 
consider that he rarely says anything at all. If that sort of schizoid dichotomy doesn’t turn you. 
into a quivering blob of spastic nerve Jell-o, it’s still a safe bet that an encounter with Mr. Aes 
Nihil is not something you'll soon forget. Interview by Don Bolles. 



























It was sort of a combination of the word “aesthete” and the 
word “aesthetic,” and “nihilism.” Aesthete being someone 
displaying extreme devotion to religion, actually; aes- 
thetics being the worship of beauty. Nihilism ended up 
with definitions going from somebody who just doesn't 
believe in God to somebody that believes in absolutely 
nothing or just destroying everything, so “Aesthetic 
Nihilism” turned into, when | was first doing it, a torm of 
music that was so intense and so extreme that it verged on 
destruction. 

Was that your band, Beyond Joy and Evil? 

Mmm hmm. 

When did that start and where? 

In Oakland in 1966. Originally it was just me and King 
Mama. We had a tape recorder and an upright piano, and 
King Mama was incredibly good at doing these extremely 
long piercing screams which were later brought to public 
attention by Yoko Ono. 


If one denies that there are grounds for suicide one cannot claim them for murder. One cannot be a part-time nihilist. -Albert Camus 








Who was King Mama? 

At this time | quess King Mama was 15 or 16, and she was 
somebody in the neighborhood that | knew. She did all 
these incredible cartoons which were basically self-por- 
traits of her and her hideous mother who she called 
“Borah.” King Mama saw herself as a male hog trapped 
inside a female human body. 

That sounds pleasant. 

So we were making all these tapes of her screaming into 
the piano and banging on the strings and rubbing the 
microphone up and down the strings and screaming right 
into the mike with everything completely over-amped 

A worthwhile musical pursuit, certainly. 

And then later on in Berkeley they had this thing called the 
“Free University,” where you could just go to this building 
and put a notice on a bulletin board and just make up some 
class, put what the requirements were and the people that 
you wanted; so | started calling the thing “Beyond Joy and 
Evil" which was a combination of Beyond Good and Evil by 
Nietzsche and Surprised by Joy by C.S. Lewis. From the 
Free U class | got two Persians that played Japanese gui- 
tars and a guy that played a snare drum, and the Free U 
provided Us with a place to do this, which was some 
Episcopalian Church that was trying to be liberal The 
church had a grand piano, so | was playing it sort of like 
Cecil Taylor, and we did this for about three hours, but then 
when we wanted to do it again the “liberal” Episcopalians 
told the Free U that they thought we were completely 
insane or something, and that was the end of that. 

So what happened to the band? 

That was the only time that band ever performed. | don't 
think | ever saw any of them again. 

But you took it to some even more extreme 
musical heights - or heights of something... 
Around '72 me and a bunch of other people had this big 
house in Oakland and we were involved in two projects — 
we were making The Manson Family Movies and starting 
up Beyond Joy and Evil again 

What was the instrumentation this time? 

It started off with grand piano, cello, viola, and a snare 
drum, and we just sort of assigned things to people; 
nobody knew anything about playing any of these things, 
but I'd always been playing piano, although it was com- 
pletely improvised and | certainly didn’t know how to play 
anything by anybody else, or know anything whatsoever 
about it technically. 

Brad Laner from Medicine still talks about 


GLEN & GODDESS BUNNY – ТНЕ KAREN CARPENTER STORY 


watching you play a 
Stratocaster until your 
fingers were spewing 
blood, cranking out a 
god-awful sound that 
made Merzbow look like 
Abba. 

What happened is eventually 
the grand piano had broken 
strings and was getting out 
of tune; the guy that | was 
renting it from didn't want to 
repair it and at that time you 
could get amps and guitars 
for like ten dollars each at 
the flea market, so | got a '58 
Silvertone for something like 
twenty dollars, and a Vox 
Super Beatle amp, and then 
there was this guy named 
Rick who had been a Green Beret in Vietnam, who was sort 
of a paranoid schizophrenic. He played Manson in the 
Manson Family Movie and was the same height as 
Manson, and he was married to this woman who was like 
15 years older than him who virtually everyone thought was 
a transvestite but she was a real woman. She was like six 
feet tall and totally played at being a transvestite because 
she thought it was funny, and she had a kid named Tito 
who was about five at this time. And then this guy that | met 
hitchhiking, Rusty, was the drummer and he was the only 
one who had ever played an instrument before, other than 
me fooling around with piano, he'd been in garage bands 
in Boston. We rented a room to this guy who had been a 
professional guitarist in Orange County, but of course we 
couldn't have any normal musicians so we told him that he 
had to play the Farfisa mini-compact organ, and he 
worked at a phase-shifter factory in Berkeley so he 
hooked it up to eight different phase-shifters all 
at the same time, and then we told the Green 
Beret guy that he was the bass player, and 
we got an eight-string Hagstrom and a 
Sun amp at the flea market and we just 
handed it to him so he was the bass 
player. And Mr. Jacquetta 

Tito’s mother? 

She went by the name Mr. Jacquetta, 
and she was the vocalist. The lyrics 
were a series of quotations by C.S. 
Lewis and Nietzsche, all cut up into each 
other. One of the more extreme songs 
was this thing called “What Have You 
Done For Our Führer,” which Mr. Jacquetta 
just made up on the spot. 

FII bet that made you popular around the 
Berkeley scene at the time. 

We never played out of the house, ever. We were together 
for eight years and the only place we ever played was the 
living room, but we played at least once a week and we 
always played for three hours. 

What did your neighbors think? It must’ve been 
pretty loud! 

The woman that lived on one side was a deaf Jehovah's 
Witness, and the people that lived on the other side were 
this couple; the woman owned her own house except she 
was a bag lady; all she did was walk up and down the street 
with bags of garbage, shoving garbage into other people's 
mailboxes, or she'd go and smash herself and her garbage 
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bags against the wall of the building across the street and 
just catatonically stand there all day. She was called 
Jeannie Maureen, and we wrote a song about her. The 
drummer had this awful girlfriend, who was always writing 
all these horrid letters, and then she wrote some really 
ridiculous ones that even she thought were too out of it so 
she threw them away. ! snuck them out of her garbage can 
and we recorded them as songs the next day. One of them 
was called “When a Woman Isn't Ready,” because she was 
complaining that he was always trying to stick it into her 
even if she wasn't “ready.” 

You were a pretty extreme band. Certainly the 
tapes I've heard were pretty noisy and forward- 
thinking. That sort of noise stuff is just now get- 
ting kind of popular. 

| wouldn't call it noise because noise is negative sound and 
music is positive sound and negative is what you don't like 
and positive is what you do like. 

There's an increasing number of people who only 
like noise. 

Then they re either hypocrites or masochists. With Beyond 
Joy and Evil, the ‘noise thing,’ if you want to call it that, as 
far as I'm concerned was trance music, because we were 
playing as fast and as intense and as hard and loud as 
physically possible, and when you do that, and we always 
did it for three hours, it definitely turns into a hypnotic 
trance kind of a thing 






















GODDESS BUNNY 
PERFORMING AT THE PSYCHOSEXUAL 
ART OPENING AT ZERO ONE 
INSET: GODDESS BUNNY AS MA BARKER 


It seems like with the new all acoustic version of 
Beyond Joy and Evil you've taken a slight turn 
from the earlier course of your musical 
endeavors. 

The way we were doing it would definitely be a dead end; 
it's sort of like when | was arguing with Genesis P. Orridge 
about why he went from doing Throbbing Gristle to doing 
Psychic T.V., and he said that the only place Throbbing 
Gristle could go was ‘let's see Genesis die on stage’: 
although | can't really see switching to pseudo disco as a 
valid way out of anything. 

So you've switched to doing something a little 
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more “folky”? 

I'm not doing that, that's just something 
Іт producing with Glen. The acoustic 
version of Beyond Joy and Evil is exactly 
the same as the electric one, except it’s 
done on acoustic instruments. I'm going 
10 be doing piano again rather than guitar 
because the way | play guitar was 
extremely destructive; doing that for three 
hours literally can cut your fingers to 
shreds, aside from possibly going deaf 
from it eventually. 

While Beyond Joy and Evil was hap- 
pening you also started making 
movies; you've made quite a few, 
Starting with The Manson Family 
Movies. What was the deal with 
that one? 

Originally me and King Mama had all 
these ideas about making a movie starring 
her basically doing all these weird things 
— her and this friend of hers called Son of 
Hawg, who was actually a girl a few 
months older than King Mama. In this situation that they 
invented, if anyone made the mistake of inviting them over, 
they would go around licking the furniture and spitting on 
everything and Son of Hawg would go in the closet and shit 
in people's boots. 

That sounds like something out of Pink 
Flamingos. 

| was commuting between New York and Oakland every 
Summer for about ten years. | lived in New York during the 
summer and | was out there when Pink Flamingos came 
Out, so we went to see it at the midnight show at the Elgin. 
What year was that? 

71 or '72 — and it was one of the funniest and most bril- 
liant movies l'd ever seen and | was amazed that it had 
some of the exact same scenes that me and King Mama 
were going to use, and he had Divine doing things that 
King Mama had been doing years earlier. | couldn't believe 
that somebody else had come up with the idea of licking 
furniture, and when | met John Waters | asked him how he 
came up with that, but he didn't seem to have any idea. 
Sometimes great minds... 

After | saw Pink Flamingos | realized that somebody else 
essentially made the movie that | was planning on making. 
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And right about then the books Helter Skelter and The 
Family were out, and that was turning into a really big deal. 
I'd always been extremely interested in the Manson case, 
mainly because of this idea that these people were claiming 
that somebody had caused all these innocent kids to go 
around killing people for no reason at all, which seemed 
absolutely ridiculous, so | really got into studying what 
actually happened; then | decided to make a movie about it 
| went to a garage sale and got an 8mm camera for five dol- 
lars and the entire movie was made with that, and it was 
done on out of date regular 8 film 

So other movies you made include Weenies on 
Your Porch with King Mama? 

It's also called Transmutation in the Atomic Age. 

That one definitely reminded me of some of John 
Waters’ early stuff. 

It was basically just a bunch of weird people that | knew in 
Oakland doing whatever weird stuff they were into; the 
premise of it was that they were exposed to atomic radia- 
tion and these behaviors were what it resulted in. 

Was The Drift your next major motion picture? 
Ten years later. 

That was a remake of The Roman Spring of Mrs. 
Stone? 

It was like an improvisational sort of 
absurdist version of it 

And that featured, of course, the 
Goddess Bunny herself. 

In the Lotte Lenya part as the Contessa. 
And Glen Meadmore... 

As Karen Stone. 

And of course, the Cosmic Daniel in 
multiple roles... 

As the Baron, who was buying boys from 
the Contessa, and as Meg Bishop, Mrs 
Stone's bitchy friend. 

Wasn't Tom Headbanger in it as 
well? Or Tom TOPY, as he's better 
known; the guy who was the head of 
the Temple of Psychic Youth, 
U.S.A., before he resigned a few 
years ago? 

Until he found happiness within the bolt 
industry. 


Or until he found out what Genesis P. 
Orridge did to the Bel Air hooker's 
lawn? 

Tom was only around for a little while, certainly 
not enough time to complete the role, and * 
eventually he was replaced with Michael Kleats, 
who ended up being exactly what | wanted for 
it; he stuck with it the whole way through, and 
80 Tomis part got turned into something else — 
| still wanted to use it, so | changed his char- 
acter into somebody else. 

And then there was Ma Barker, which 
featured Psychodrama, Glen Meadmore, 
the Goddess Bunny and the Cosmic 
Daniel once again? 

The Cosmic Daniel was only vaguely in it, in a 
voice over as the hitchhiking woman that they 
pick up in the desert. Glen was in sort of a total 
opposite role from The Drift, he was Alvin 
Korpis, and Bubba and Gator of Psychodrama 
played Ma Barker's sons, and of course Ma 
Barker was played by the Goddess. 

A fine leading lady; didn't something 
really evil happen to one of the Psychodrama 
guys during the filming of Ma Barker? 

Gator and Bubba were fighting over who got to service Ma, 
and Bubba threw Gator off the porch — although actually, 
Gator just threw himself off, and he landed on his shoulder 
and broke it. Gator had this idea that he might be able to 
pull his shoulder back into it's socket, or something 
hideous like that. It was very ugly. The sheriff was trying to 
help him do that, but it didn't work; of course | taped all of 
this, so it's going to be in the movie. It got very weird; we 
were up at the old Barker Ranch in the middle of Death 
Valley with just a van and a jeep, and the two guys that 
owned the jeep had to take Gator to the hospital, which 
ended up being miles away, in Ridgecrest; there wasn't 
even a hospital in Trona. The rest of us just kept filming 
until the batteries ran out. 

So was that before Psychodrama did Rape the 
Maid with Lisa Suckdog? 

Rape the Maid was made years before that; that's a fine 
Piece of work, but the ultimate is the five-hour video they 
made when they lived in Chantilly, Virginia. They recorded 
iton EP, which resulted in amazingly bad quality; watching 
that is exactly like reading Naked Lunch, because every 30 
seconds it breaks up. That's how | met them; | sent them 
the Manson movie, and they sent me that and we both 
wrote back that we were incredibly impressed with each 
other's work. 

Even though it's not done yet, or even started, 
your next movie Descent Into Glamour is my per- 
sonal fave. Can you give us a brief synopsis of the 
story? 

Its a futuristic high drama, in which the Goddess Bunny is 
this major sex symbol like Jayne Mansfield or Marilyn 
Monroe, and everybody is not only worshipping her image, 
they're getting operations to conform to the image of true 
glamour. 

In other words, everyone wants to be a paraplegic 
polio-stricken transvestite — or at least look like 
one. It sounds like it's going to be a great film. 
It's the only way glamour can go in the 2000s, since with 
very few exceptions it ended in 1945, along with the rest of 
the world. 

How did the world end in 1945? 

The atomic bomb being dropped seemed to short-circuit 


| like killing people because it’s so much fun. ~The Zodiac killer 





people in general on a number of levels; before that every- 
thing was built to last forever — there was meticulous 
craftsmanship, aesthetic perfection; and then after World 
War II everything was built to last five years, maybe, and 
everything got progressively uglier. 

Just to digress a little bit, you’ve told me some 
really interesting anecdotes from when you were 
but a lad, and once you said something about 
walking around Chinatown in San Francisco in 
the '50s. That place is really amazing now; it 
must have been insane back then! What was it 
like? 

At that time ii was a lot more ethnic than it is now. It was 
completely Chinese except for the tourists that were going 
through it, but they were completely into their own music; 
you didn't hear disco blaring all over the place, you heard 
Chinese Opera. 

How about a quick description of Chinese Opera, 
for those who haven't been fortunate enough to 
hear any? 

Superficially it sounds like somebody banging a bunch of 
pots and pans, screeching. 

It is fine music. You also mentioned that you had 
some early experiences with some sort of voodoo 
weirdness where you would curse people and 
these things would come true. 

When | was like 10 or 11 there was this family across the 
street, they had six sons and they were all jocks, except for 
the oldest one who was cool. Me and this girl named 
Paulette who was about the same age who lived on the next 
block, we were exactly alike and were together constantly. 
We'd be over in my front yard doing stuff like abstract 
expressionist art on the front lawn, getting pieces of card- 
board and dumping paint all over it, and 
we'd just keep throwing more and more 
stuff on it and eventually destroy the 
whole thing. And then these sort of red- 
neck idiot conventional people across 
the street, and this is in the late 505, 
would be watching all of this, and the 
only thing in their entire lives was sitting 
in front of television watching baseball 
games and screaming. 

They were the real abstract 
expressionists... 

Anyway, these peoples’ existence and 
presence got to be really annoying to us 
and we decided that they had to be pun- 
ished or maybe even eliminated. So we 
put this curse on them, and they drove to 
Disneyland and got in a head-on colli- 
sion on the freeway and they all got 
brain concussions and broken bones, 
stuff like that, except nothing happened 
to the older son that we liked. 

What did your parents think about 
that? 

They were going on about how terrible it was, and Paulette 
and | were laughing, and they looked at us really strangely, 
and said, "What's wrong with you?” | said me and Paulette 
caused it to happen; and they were so flipped out about 
that they just didn't have anything to say about it at all. 
Things were different then; you could hitchhike. 
In the '50s? | wasn't really into hitchhiking until '70 
and 71. 

That's when hitchhiking started getting weird; 
after the Manson thing. 


We belong dead. -Frankenstein to his bride. 


The only time it was weird was directly after the Manson 
thing. You actually couldn't hitchhike right after that; but by 
70 and ‘71 | went hitchhiking and it was alright. One time 
| went hitchhiking for a year. 

What was that like? 

Td been living in this incredible mansion in downtown 
Oakland and there were something like 20 people living in 
it: it was three stories and had two fifty foot ballrooms, a 
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500 seat theater, three kitchens, seven bathrooms, seven 
fireplaces and about twelve bedrooms. It was built in the 
1860s, and the third floor was like the interior of a sailing 
ship. There were sort of like all these little wars between 
various batches of people that were living there, and it also 
had these ghosts; there was one under the grand staircase 
and one in this big closet on the third floor, another one in 
the room in back of the kitchen... 

Do you really believe that these were dead people 
still hanging around in spirit? 

| don't know. It certainly didn't bother me and | certainly 
was not afraid of it, and | experienced the one on the first 
floor one time myself. | was going down the grand stair- 
case one night and there was this flash of white light and 
my hair stood on end. 

Did it ever do anything besides make people's 
hair stand on end? 
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That was my experience. Actually, Tito and Mr. Jacquetta 
and Rick lived in this house too, and there was another 
ghost, or whatever, in the second floor ballroom. Tito 
would be in there for hours, and if you listened at the 
doorway you'd hear him talking to something and rolling 
this ball which would always come back to him, which was 
rather odd because the floor was completely flat. Then one 
day the one on the third floor told me to leave immediately; 
it was just like a completely compelling thought. 

What did you do? 

That's exactly what | did; | moved out! | filled up a duffel 





bag and went to University Avenue and started hitchhiking. 
Did nasty things befall those who stayed? 

| ended up hitchhiking for something like six months and 
the next time | went to Oakland | went by there. Nobody 
was there, and | found out that right after | left this guy that 
was living on the third floor was doing all these drugs and 
the place was raided by the FBI or something and every- 
body was in jail for a while, and this guy that was from 
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Colombia who'd been living there was permanently in jail. 
But on the first day of hitchhiking | met these three guys, 
when | was 50 miles north of Oakland; and we ended up 
staying together, and one of them became the drummer of 
Beyond Joy and Evil later on. Eventually we ended up in 
Big Sur, and stayed in a cave in Partington Canyon, which 
turned out to be the former residence of the Cannibal Killer 
guy. He's been in the news again recently — he's the one 
who told the police, "I have a problem... lm a cannibal." 
Is that drummer the one that you took LSD with 
and you two became the same person? 

Yes, and for about three years we basically thought com- 
pletely alike, but eventually he reverted to whatever he had 
been previously, which was like a drunken baseball- 
watching jock kind of a person, and that's one of the rea- 
sons that Beyond Joy and Evil eventually broke up. 

So drunken baseball-watching jocks have sort of 
been the bane of your exis- 
tence? 

It's certainly something annoying to 
be around. 

Speaking of which, wasn’t Boy 
Tito kind of a unique yet 
extremely annoying and preco- 
cious child? Legend tells us 
many disturbing things about 
this young man. 

When he was seven you could talk to 
him about absolutely anything; he 
was probably more intelligent than 
most 35 year olds. He was like a 35 
year old with a seven year old body; 
but also, he was this horrible 
masochistic brat who would keep 
bothering you until you actually hit 
him really hard. 


I've heard about some 
extremely ridiculous things 
that Boy Tito did. 


How could you call The God Book 
ridiculous? 
That was a thing of great beauty. 
There was some workbook fora Sunday school class, a pile 
of Playboys, and a bunch of paperbacks of Helter Skelter, 
and he was cutting them into each other, so it ended up 
being a Sunday school book with all these people with 
Manson heads and nude bodies from Playboy. And then 
one day he came into the front room where we had all this 
recording equipment set up, and he said that he had written 
a song and wanted to record it. We turned the amp on, 
plugged a mike in and turned the tape recorder on, and 
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that's where the song “Bisexual Punk” came from. 
Everybody that's heard it totally refuses to believe that: they 
think it's completely inconceivable that a seven-year old kid 
could've come up with that and everybody likes to think that 
he was forced into doing it, or someone prompted him to do 
it, but it was entirely his own doing. In the dining room of 
the mansion he'd throw food on the floor and roll around in 
itand stuff like that; this was when he was like two years old 
= but | realized that everything that he did was completely 
deliberate, and he knew that | knew, so | was the only 
person he could be left with, and if he was left with me he 
was perfectly behaved, but if he was left with anybody else 
he would do things. One time he shit on an Iron Butterfly 
record and threw it out the window, but that was such an 
appropriate thing to shit on that everybody actually thought 
it was funny rather than getting mad about it. 

What music do you like to listen to nowadays? 
Sviatoslav Richter performing Liszt's “Piano Concerto 
Number Two.” 

What’s so special about Liszt’s “Piano Concerto 
Number Two?” 

Aside from being perfection, there's a piano solo in the 
middle of it that’s one of the most amazing things ever 
done; for classical it's really extreme and over the edge, 
bordering on something very Cecil Taylor-like, 
“Extreme” and “over the edge” aren’t concepts 
usually associated with classical music, so | can 
see why it’s a standout. 
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There's plenty of classical music like that 

What else? 

Komme Susser Tod by Bach, performed by Virgil Fox is 
one of the ultimate classical pipe organ pieces; | used it at 
the end of The Drift. 

You listen to a lot of pipe organ music; who are 
some of your favorites? 

On theater organs George Wright is by far the best, and 
Gaylord Carter's the best accompanying silent movies and 
Virgil Fox is one of the ultimate for classical; there's 
another one named Ledger — I don't know anything about 
him at all but | found this record by him that’s one of the 
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really incredible finds. 

What about Anton LaVey 
back when he used the 
moniker of Georges 
Montalba - “Fantasy for 
Percussion and Pipe 
Organ?” 

| heard Anton play the lobby 
organ of the Fox Theater in 
San Francisco at the last show 
before it was torn down, which 
is one of the true crimes of this 
century. 

What do you think of 
Anton’s records that he’s 
put out recently? 

The only one I've really heard 
is the “Honolulu Baby” single. 
Have you ever heard him 
play any other music? 
When | was visiting him with 
Kenneth Anger we were talking about the Fox Theater 
organ. Anton said that he has this array of basically the 
kind of electronic keyboards that rock musicians are using, 
and could not only re-create the sound of a pipe organ with 
a bunch of synthesizer-type things, which is impossible 
enough, but could make it sound like the Fox organ in par- 
ticular, and it was true — at times, it was like actually being 
there! It's one of two times when somebody's pulled off 
making an electronic organ pretty much sound like a pipe 
organ; the other time is when George Wright played one at 
the Oakland Paramount. Anton did a really incredible ver- 
sion of “Boulevard of Broken Dreams.” 

Didn’t he also do some military music? 

He was working on a tape of Nazi marching songs. 

I think some of that's going to come out in the 
future. Greg Turkington, the guy from Amarillo 
Records, said that he’s putting out an album of 
Anton doing military songs from all sorts of dif- 
ferent countries and regimes, and the Nazi ones 
are just a part of it. There’s also going to be 
Russian ones, Japanese ones... 

And Taunna Tuvan ones? 

Is that something else you like to listen to? 
Taunna Tuvan music? 

Certainly. Taunna Tuvan throat singing; and there's some- 
body locally who's really good at doing it — David 
Arshovsky. 

Your next project will be over with by the time 
this comes out: the Psychosexual Art Show at the 
Tero One Gallery. Obviously, the title is somewhat 
self-explanatory. 

| mainly did it because all these rather insane artworks and 
paintings kept appearing. One day | went to the flea market 
and there was this painting by somebody called Donna 
Detroit; it was this bar scene - it sort of looked a Miles 
Davis album cover ... 

Like the On the Corner cover? 

More like "Bitch's Brew" — there's all these mutated people 
with huge tits and afros and all this stuff. Later on | was told 
by somebody that these paintings were supposed to be 
done by some character on some black situation comedy. 
Right after | got that, | went to a garage sale across the 
Street from the Reseda Police Station and there was this 
huge painting that this woman had taped brown paper bags 
all over, so | looked behind some of the paper bags and it 
was some kind of hideous black and Puerto Rican orgy. 
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And then your old roommate Mark Kroening 
painted some very tasteful works, like the one 
hanging up in the bathroom of the little girl uri- 
nating. 

Mark ended up abandoning not only his life in L.A. but all 
of his paintings 

Well I’m glad he did; now | get to look at them all 
the time. Are you going to continue doing your 
public access TV show Tradition Is the Avant 
Garde? 

| don't know, it's incredibly difficult to get the people at the 
Station to do what you want them to do. I'm going in the 
direction of doing public performances. The first show's 
going to be completely acoustic. It's going to have Glen 
Meadmore doing acoustic '20s country, and of course the 
acoustic version of Beyond Joy and Evil. Also there's the 
acoustic Queen Bee Experience with Queen Bee (Michael 
Quercio, from the Three O'Clock and Imperial Butt 
Wizards) doing torch songs. General Kirby's doing 
Crowley, and Paul “What's The Matter With Hitler" K. (also 
from the Butt Wizards) will be Cardinal Richeleau. It's 
going to be at Arts Jr., in Eagle Rock. | want to turn it into 
a once a month thing. I'm also doing an electric show at 
Jabberjaw sometime soon 

With the Yoko Trilateral Commission? 

It's going to be a new electric version of Beyond Joy and 
Evil, and the Yoko Trilateral Commission, which is basi- 
cally Beyond Joy and Evil with three or four shrieking 
Үокоѕ 

It seems you're going to give the politically and 
musically correct people in Los Angeles plenty of 
Stuff to be horrified by for quite some time to 
come. 

If they expect the worst they won't be disappointed 


For a humongous catalog, featuring information 
on Charles Manson, the Lyman Family, the 
Process Church of the Final Judgement, and any 
other major counter-culture sensations you care 
lo name, send five dollars to: The Archives of 
Aesthetic Nihilism, 7210 Jordan Ave. B-41, 
Canoga Park, CA 91303. Or, you can always 
access the Archives by showing up at any major 
flea market in the Los Angeles area and just ask 
where the nice man with all the Satan’ and 
Manson stuff is. 


Whose world is this with people dying; it's not my world. -Sun-Ra 








When | first decided to do the “Death” issue a few 
years ago, | came in contact with a murderer enthu- 
siast named Stuart. He told me how he was friends 
with all these famous murderers and asked if we'd 
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never bring myself to doing it, but he kept push- 
ing me, ‘You gotta try it, its not like anything else.’ 
He always used to say the typical When you close 
your eyes there's no difference between a warm 


be interested in visiting them at their respective pris- 
ons. Unfortunately, as time went on, the arrange- 
ments fell through but, with the news of Gacy's ex- 
ecution, | dug up his number to get his thoughts. 
And, just as it lad gone before, our conversation 
soon focused solely on Gacys sexual interests, and 
how these were satisfied while he was behind bars. 

“He told me he had sex with young boys in 
jail,” Stuart said. 

“What? How could he do that?” 

“They'd come to visit him and he had figured 
out ways to have sex with them in the waiting room.” 

“How could he do that without someone see- 
ing him?" 

“There's always ways.” 

I'd heard Gacy liked to exaggerate things so | 
wondered if he had just made it up. Was it possible 
that he'd had sex with visitors? Did he really have 
that much freedom? Was he bribing the prison 
guards? Sure, people have sex in jail, but a mur- 
derer and child molester on death row — having sex 
with boys that came to visit? 

One thing's for certain, Gacy did have some 
sexual freedoms in prison — namely through the 
telephone, Stuart always had à new name to add to 
the list of people Gacy claimed to have had phone 
sex with: G.G. Allen, Johnny Depp, Glen Meadmore..... Pretly 
certain that Glen was the only one who might talk to me, | 
decided to try to get ahold of him 

When | finally ran into Glen at an art opening | basically 
grabbed him away from his friends, stuck a tape recorder in 
his face and asked point blank, "I've heard that you and [Gacy] 
would have phone sex, is this true?” 

“Oh, well, not necessarily ‘phone sex.” Then, after paus- 
ing long enough for me to wonder what gave me the nerve to 
ask the question in the first place, he added, “. .. but we would 
talk about sexual things, like he'd tell me what his dick looked 
like. He said he had a big head like a mushroom; he use to 
call it his ‘mushroom.’ And when boys would come over he'd 
say, ‘Do you like mushrooms?" 

Do you like mushrooms? Now that was more like it. | 
started feeling a bit perverse and hoped he would tell me more 
~ for the article, of course. 

“He would talk about anything," Glen threw in 

"Like what?" | asked 

“Oh, he'd talk about people, celebrities that had his 
paintings and stuff. People like Tom Cruise, John Waters. . 
Who’ that guy who got in trouble for his porno videos? .Rob 
Lowe." 

"Please, go on." 

“Well, he said that a lot of people had a hard time tak- 
ing his dick ‘cause the head was so big; he got complaints 
that it was too big. And he use to say that he had 13 year old 
teenage boys that would write to him and say that they wanted 
him to be their first sexual experience.” 

Now that | couldn't believe. They won't let Ben Is Dead 
into prisons but they'd let 13 year old boys write love letters 
to Gacy? 

“When did the sex talk get started?” | asked. 

“Right away. He asked me if | was gay and | said yeah, 
I'm bisexual, and stuff like that. It wasn't really phone sex, 
though one time Í was masterbating when he was talking, so 
that might be construed as phone sex." 

When | asked him if he was actually attracted to Gacy 
he said no, So why was he masturbating and having sex talk 
with him? His answer, plain and simple, was that it was some- 
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thing unusual to do. | guess talking sex with Gacy might be a 
unique and odd event. Putting yourself on the edge without 
putting yourself at risk. The saftey of the telephone. Because 
surely if Gacy had been released these guys wouldn't have 
gone over to have one-on-one sex talks with him — would 
they? Maybe invite Gacy for a sleep-over? “Make sure you 
tell all your friends to come!" Well, I didn't ask Glen that ques- 
tion, but he did tell me more about his interest in bizarre things. 
That it was hard for him to think of Gacy as somebody evil 
and scary because he didn't sound that way on the phone. I 
wondered at that point if Glen thought he was innocent and 
asked 

*| think it's more than likely he did it,” he said. 

“But. ..didn't it feel. ..weird...knowing that...” 

"Yeah, that was always interesting, ...” 


Coincidentally a guy named Rick, one of Gacy’s last visitors 
before his execution, called to tell me his story. I sort of steered 
the conversation away from what he thought was important to 
what | wanted to know. | think my first question went some- 
thing like, “So, did you ever have phone sex with Gacy?” 

"We sort of had phone sex,” he replied. And even though 
he wasn't initially interested in my “phone sex” angle Rick 
admitted, “We just talked a lot about sex... that's all that we 
talked about really.” 

“Uh, huh.” 

“Yeah, that was his favorite topic, he loved to talk about 
it. Its so much easier to talk about with a complete stranger. | 
was living with my girlfriend at the time, and it was getting 
kind of stale there, so | was kind of fucking around, looking 
for excitement, and he was a captive audience. He just loved 
to hear anything. Mostly we would talk about my sex, what 
kind of sex | was having.” 

“But what did he say about his sex?" 

“He would tell me how he has sex every day that ends 
ina'y.' He was a chronic masturbator; he loved masturbating. 
He liked to just hang around in his underwear all day. | can 
just imagine this fat little roly poly man in his underwear all 
day, masturbating. ... He was also pushing me to try being 
with another man, which | have no problem with, | just could 


mouth...’ — stuff like that. Despite this he always 
held firm that he preferred women over men.” 

“Did he tell you about his having sex with 
men?” | asked. 

Rick then told me a bit of Gacy’s bisexual 
initiation, which happened to differ from other re- 
ported accounts. Gacy told Rick that it first hap- 
pened when he was hanging out with actors in 
Chicago, kind of a theatre group. They were all 
swingers, and they'd have these wild parties and 
by 11:00 everyone was naked rolling around 
tucking everybody. Gacy told him that he thought 
itwas the greatest thing. One time Gacy was hang- 
ing out with this couple, and the girl wanted to 
bring him into the picture, and Gacy's all, ‘Okay, 
whatever turns her on.’ He thought that maybe 
the guy wanted to watch him fuck her, and he was 
cool with that. Then the guy got into it also. At 
first Gacy was kind of freaked out, but then he 
closed his eyes and relaxed. 

“He would say he was a ‘punter not a re- 
ceiver,” Rick said. "He's all "II tell you here, guy’ 
— he always called me 'guy' — 'as long as you lay 
the rules down before you get started on anything, 
you'll be in control." 

The same thing that | wondered about Glen, 
| wondered about Rick — why did he want to have these con- 
versations with Gacy? Was it a sexual attraction? Did he think 
Gacy killed all those boys? If so, why would he want to talk to 
someone who might have wanted to kill him — if he was given 
the opportunity? 

"I was never sexually attracted to him," Rick said quite 
assuredly, “although I'm pretty sure he was masturbating dur- 
ing our conversations. ...| don't know," he went on, "The group 
of friends | grew up with were always obsessed 
with. characters. Usually they're only interesting for the first 
couple of days and then the novelty wears off — then you find 
they're just assholes, getting their rocks off. That's what | 
thought was going to happen with Gacy, but he was cool, 
Somewhere in the back of my mind | was going, ‘This guy's 
guilty of sex crimes, he's probably a real pig’; but after you 
meet him, you forget about stuff like that.” 

*But how could you forget what he was in there for — 
what he actually did?" 

"| just consciously blocked it out. When I read that ar- 
ticle from the New Yorker that was out recently, it gave a very 
full length description of everything, and at that point | really 
started bumming out, thinking | can't believe he did this. Of 
course he did it, | just never really thought about it.” 


Just as we were finishing our conversation, Rick remem- 
bered another thing which Gacy would often tell him: “The 
only unnatural sex act is the one you can't perform." And it 
all seemed to fit together. Gacy, despite being locked away 
had a certain freedom. He was the sexual deviant that we 
aren't allowed to be, Symbolically, he had freed his Mr. Hyde, 
allowing him to run rampant; he was able to express his 
most base instincts even when they flew in the face of soci- 
ety and against the grain of morality. He i$ a voice for those 
individuals with minds open to “expanded” forms of sexual 
practice and oddities in general. Gacy horrifies and titilates; 
he both caresses and strikes society below the belt. There is 
an appreciation in some for the likes of Gacy because he 
championed individual perversion, while at the same time 
they can stay safely locked away, in the confines of our bod- 
ies, or our prisons... or ‘til death do US part. 


“Hey, death гож great—death row’s a fucking blast. | get cable tv., I get phone access anytime | want, | get to paint | get all these privileges and nobody fucks with me, On the other hand, the general 
d thats for fools and animals. I's just a jungle out there, so you e at Ihe mercy of being killed at any moment for anything, and some people just have time to kill, hey get petty.” “John Wayne Gacy BEN IS MID 
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ALL MY PETS DIED 


BY JESSICA HUNDLEY 





EXCLUSIVO PARA 
BEN ES MUERTO! 


The tragedies, black as they may have been, were, in truth, inevitably spawned from 
my own evil actions. Looking back, | think | may have been in league with the dark 
side at an early age and subsequently punished for my first and bloodiest act 

| was three, a brutal time for anyone, and was living in Puerto Rico with my par- 
ents, who had joined VISTA, the PeaceCorps division that served U.S. common- 
wealths. In reality, my memories of this time are extremely vague, consisting mostly 
of wet greens and the smells of hot rice and marijuana. The Incident, however, stands 
out clear and sharp. | remember that it was midday and extremely muggy. A thun- 
derstorm was making its way over the mountains and | had decided to cool off in the 
stream. My parents had given me four baby ducklings which they had gotten as a gift 
from our neighbors. I'm not sure if at some point we were intending on eating them, 
but | know at that particular time | was treating them in a pet capacity. | decided, in 
my three year old wisdom, that it was high time for them to learn how to swim 

| filled up my baby pool with water and proceeded to pick each duck up by the 
neck and hold them under until they stopped moving. | did this until all the ducklings 
were floating lifeless at the top of the water. | remember that they were extremely soft 
and their bones and skulls, incredibly small and delicate. | ren.ember being so over- 
whelmed with this fragility that | squeezed them as hard as | could then shook with 
something like pleasure, I'm not sure if | fully understood what | was doing to them in 
the water, though. | think | did on some level and /iked it. | wasn't, however, all that 





The time has come. Retro fever is breaking out across the 
globe. People just can’t GET OVER IT. From 20th century 
pop culture to their own fucked-up childhoods. What the 
retro hell is going on?! Analysis, thoughtful prose, personal 
recapitulation, and, of course, your own fascination with 
times long gone. Contributions are NOW being accepted. Also 
send in your retro words/visuals for the A-Z retro guide... 


ATTENTION READERS: 
Send your obnoxious childhood (age 1-13) tape 
recordings for the B.I.D. “kid-comp” cassette - to 
be released in conjunction with the retro issue. 


Deadline for the Ben Is Dead “Retro Hell” issue is Sept. 15th. 
The sooner your entry the better the chance of placement. Send 
contributions to ben, po box 3166, hollywood, ca 90028. You 
must include S.A.S.E. if you want your contribution returned. 
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clear on the exact workings of death and was 
expecting them each to struggle back out of the 
water at any moment. It was not until my mother 
came over that I really understood the finality of it. 1 
remember very clearly looking up at her face and 
seeing, for a split second, that she was afraid of me. 
At that point | burst into tears, but my belated 
remorse was not enough to lift the curse that was to 
follow me, dark and stinking, into the future. 

Needless to say, my parents were reluctant to hand over another pet to a killer's 
whims. But my persistence won and at age five, | got my first dog. We were living in 
an apartment in western Massachusetts at the time, my mother going to college, my 
father supporting us, lord knows how. We were definitely poor and, as a result, my 
puppy, whose 
name | cant 
remember, had to 
feast on shitty dry 
generic dog 
treats. There were 
two old farts 
living below us ( | 
think they may 
have been the 
landlords) and 
they would lure 
my dog down- 
stairs with lus- 
cious Gaines- 
burgers, which 
had just come 
onto the market 
and were very 
chic. The dog's 
loyalty wavered 
and when it came 
time for us to 
move it was 
decided that little poochie would stay with the old folks. Since our new place wasn't 
that far away, | was promised visiting rights. | never saw the damn dog again. 

My parents, guilly, bought another dog, "Rascal" about a year later. We had 
moved again, this time into our first house, a relative mansion smack dab in the 
middle of nowhere. Maybe they figured | needed some company. 

| was, at age 6 or 7, yearning for a sex change. | would run around in the woods, 
building forts, swearing and killing small animals and insects. Every once in awhile | 
would practice pissing standing up. As a result, poor little Rascal put up with an awful 
lot of shit. | would stick my Boston Red Sox baseball cap to his head with masking 
tape, to the side and cocky. | taught him all the standard dog tricks and forced him to 
follow me everywhere. This included up trees, through streams and into mud. Aahh 
yes, the wonder years of Rascal. He was dumb as fuck but a trooper all the same. His 
only problem, however, was a doozy. He was addicted to chasing cars, a real auto- 
junkie. Considering a car only came down our road about once a week it didn't seem 
like that big of a deal. Most of the time I would catch him and hold onto his neck while 
he writhed and barked, dying for a fix. But one cold winter day, | just wasn't quick 
enough. Rascal went streaking down the hill, panting and racing like a demon. | heard 
tires squeal, then the dog, then nothing. | went running down, my heart going a mile 
a minute and found that the car (bastard) had taken off and all that | could see of 
Rascal was a bloody path in the snow. | followed it for | don't know how long and 
finally found him huddled up in a ball, still bleeding and, thankfully, still breathing. | 
put him inside my coat and carried him home, thinking that if this didn't make a man 
of me, nothing would. Little Rascal got himself a cute little cast and everything was 
hunky-dory until a week later when he spotted another car and went racing after it, 
cast and all. This time he said goodbye to me and hello to Doggie Heaven, where he 
probably lives next to a big superhighway. 





Jessica and Puppy Number One. 


After the age 50 we begin to die little by little in the death of others. -Julio Cortazar 








It was time, we all felt, for a cat. "Sleepy" was beautiful with green eyes and 
didn't give a shit about me. She had no interest in following me through the woods 
and only went outside when she felt like killing something, which | thought was 
pretty cool. She lasted about a month before we found her completely flattened at the 
bottom of the driveway. | remember my dad burying the corpse then coming in and 
sitting down next to me. There was a really long, meaningful moment before we both 
burst into a hysterical fit of laughter. 

Then we started moving up in the world. We bought another house, this time 
in suburbia. | was a girl 
again. For Christmas | 
got a cute little yellow 
puppy waiting for me 
under the tree, wrapped 
bondage style in pretty 
pink ribbons. | named 
him, originally enough, 
"Ribbons. By New 
Years pretty little 
Ribbons was a stain on 
the pavement. 

Next in line was a 
beautiful Irish Setter 
named (puke) “Erin.” We 
were now no longer a 
quaint hippie family, but 
a troop of money-grub- 
bing-twinkie-munching- 
god-fearing Americans. There were more of us, a brother who was surprisingly 
affable and a whole lot more money to go along with him. Erin was my first pure- 
bred dog and absolutely gorgeous. We kept her, paranoid as we were, on a long run 
in the back yard. That poor dog never tasted anything representing freedom. One 
night after an evening of decadent spending, we returned to find a large hole in our 
door, Lo and behold, everything was gone: the TV, the stereo, my mother's jewelry 
and, of course, my dog. 

It was time for another try in the feline arena. | was visiting my godfather's farm 
and found a stray wandering through the woods. It was a tiny little kitten which actu- 
ally looked so pathetic my parents agreed to take her home. That is when the Golden 
Age began. "Alexandra" (or Alex, as | liked to call her) was more than a mere cat. She 
had some sort of ancient spirit trapped in that sleek body of hers, some wise old sage 
which would peer out understandingly in times of my angst — which was all the time 
at that point. | was 13 and a complete mess. | remember crying into her fur, listening 
to “Open Arms” and telling her about how Todd Geoff or Lenny (yes, Lenny) had 
broken my heart. And she would actually put up with this, not only that, but she 
would stare at me and | would swear that she knew exactly what | was talking about 
and sympathized. That cat shared all the traumas of my adolescence and more. When 
| left for school | bequeathed her to my brother, who loved her just as intensely. My 
parents moved to Florida and actually let the cat tide with them, which is really 
impressive if you know my mother, who could give two shits about most animals. 
All this joy, however, was merely a tease and the curse, although hidden, was 
lurking, waiting for the right moment to strike. Then last year | got a call that beau- 
tiful Alex had been torn apart by the neighbor's Rotweillers. My father had gone over 
there with a shotgun, screaming obscenities. Before Alex, pet death had become a 
joke. Each death made for a better story to tell. Alex, staying as long as she did, man- 
aged to get under our skin. It just wasn't funny anymore. 

In a halfhearted attempt at healing ! purchased a fish, which promptly com- 
mitted suicide by jumping out of its bow! and into my roommate's shoe. It wasn't 
found for a few days — just long enough for rot to set in 

Now | have plants which are all pathetic looking and seem to cringe when | 
touch them. | won't allow my roommates to have pets for fear that my presence is 
certain doom. After all these years I've become a sort of bitter pet widow. But some- 
times, in the deepest, darkest part of the night, | can still feel the delicious smallness 
of a duckling's skull. 


Jessica & Rascal. 


The automobile is the most deadly object to the average consumer according to fatality statistics, followed by cigarettes, then alcohol. 





















LOUISE 


by Darby 





























































This journal entry was written when I was fourteen or fifteen and 
went to a fuck-up's bording school up North mear the 
California/Nevada border in Feather River. I had many extreme 
experiences there — this was one of them. My friend in this story, 
Louise, claimed to have psychic abilities. She always said she would 
die when she was 20... of course, I wonder where she is today. 










The most absurd thing. One of the most absurd things that has 
ever happened to me happened tonight. I didn’t want to eat 
hen for dinner, so | asked my friend Louise to go to Gumbas 
with me to eat pizza. So we got our homework together — she 
.brought her biology and 1 brought my journal - and we 
walked on the tracks and we talked about really weird things 
like we, for some reason, usually do. We got there, ate pocket 
pizzas, worked on our homework and left to go back to school. 
As we walked back we passed a cute dog, a young black 
Labrador. I left it alone, but Louise chased it around a little 
until it got really hyper (running around us and the street). We 
soon realized it wasn’t going to leave us and we were followed 
to the tracks, passed the barn, ‘til we were on the highway. It 
was getting dark. Louise and I started to freak each other out, 
like someone was following us, and strange feelings went 
through me. The dog was still with us — it would leave to run 
up the large hills and then suddenly appear at our feet. We 
were only a mile away from the school when Louise began to 
tell me something that happened to her earlier that day in 
meditation [class]. She said she was meditating when she sud- 
denly saw a picture (like a clock) in her mind. The clock said 
7:10 and when it appeared it jolted her to a standing position 
and she was fully awake. Louise then asked me what time it 
was. I told her it was 7:15 but that I set my watch five minutes 
fast. We freaked out, it seemed in a joking way, but I couldn't 
wait to get back to school. And then for some reason I sud- 
denly said, "The power is with us." I don't remember why and 
I got really confused that it came out of my mouth. 
Immediately after, we saw a car coming towards us in the 
close distance. It seemed like it wasn't there and then it just 
appeared. I told Louise to look to her side, across the highway, 
at that little dog who was trying to get to us from the other side 
of a wood fence. We couldn't believe what we were seeing. We 
were both in shock and I prayed the dog wouldn't be able to 
make it. We just stood there knowing there was nothing we 
could do - 1 felt so stupid. The time went in slow motion, and 
the dog suddenly, barely, made its way through just seconds 
before the car would have passed. It was the worst sound I 
could have heard. One minute the dog was looking up at us, 
trying to get to us... the next it was gone. I couldn't believe it. 
We both went hysterical and all I remember is running and 
crying. Perhaps it doesn't sound very traumatic or absurd but 
Louise knowing something would happen, and me feeling the 
power... I'll never forget any of it. 
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THE CAT RULE 
BY ING, BAO SHAN 


Given the topic of the current issue, | wanted to relate a strange and potent event that 
occurred to me and a woman | was with a few years ago. Admittedly, the form of the 
event is very simple, but strange meanings have pressed on me for decades, and | 
See no reason not to see more in the obvious details. Single events like this don't 
add up to much more than conversation; it takes years of such 'stories' to make life 
mysterious enough to one day sweep you away completely into the ‘Constantly 
New’. .. the very real world of spirit. 


The Mysterious Bid: As part of an exploration of our hidden options we left town 
every Sunday, for any parts unknown. Usually it was a roadtrip through the deserts 
to an unusual rock formation, to feel the sun from a pleasing angle and the wind 
breezing up to cool our skin as we walked, very slowly, through fields of impossibly- 
small flowers and no one else for miles. Sometimes it was the coast, relishing salt 
blown into our open mouths, the freedom of birds perfect on the wind, timelessly- 
long, wordless wades, captured by light on the water, like nets of gleam beckoning 
our eyes, little waves flatly slapping the shore with the internal silence of all natural 
sounds, Sometimes it was to the water canyons, down through dark and mysterious 
silvery woods or along the faces of cliffs, our random path occasionally turning up 
hawks, coyote, deer, even an eagle — for the ancient pleasure of a suddenly-motion- 
less exchange of untamed gazes and no false moves. 

Or the mountains. God, the mountains! The mountains of Southern California 
are high, with empty air and swirling clouds, big cats, seasonal snow and glowing 
sunshine, bighorn sheep, steep rocks, black bear. And there are people on the earth 
who've never climbed a peak, never made love outdoors, never quested for exalta- 
tion — preferring, | guess, to fry their souls in the cast iron boredom of the streets! 
No wonder they don't care ha/fenough about dying. 


The point was to proceed into the world as into an unknown realm, and see what 
turned up. We were rarely disappointed. It was exciting, open; it set our eyes on 
edge; it was like stepping out of a cave into the bright light of some unknown vitality. 
Our hearts beat stronger and our saliva tasted sweet. She was reluctant to admit that 
Sometimes it really touched her — she hated the responsibility outright enjoying it 
implied. 


The Hunt: On this particular Sunday we were speeding dangerously down the 
Riverside Freeway, blowing in and out of windows in the traffic like curtains on fire. 
We were reaching for a sort of speed, not really some high number, but a point in 
the flow of events where everything is momentum and rhythm, and our skin buzzing 
with Possibility. We knew it was there if we could reach out for it. We tried our best 
to be pirates, partners to our whole bodies, a party to feelings we felt but couldn't 
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explain except with our gaze. 

As the flow developed, it began to move us into Mystery. Strange, ordinarily 
hidden aspects of our personalities began to surface. We both felt something stir- 
ring. We wondered aloud about our Chances, that, through mysterious and 
unknown ways, we might make our way to a bigger life, somewhere beyond death's 
Sway, where love might Continue. The shift to our stranger sides moved us to talk 
of our deaths, the backs of our necks crawling with odd pleasure. 


The Omen: Unexpectedly, we saw something on one of the dots dividing the fast 
lanes. It was a black kitten, rolled over on itself, licking its tiny ass. Perhaps only a 
few weeks old, it seemed unaware that it was about to become a smudge, marking 
the spot of its fate with a circle of flattened fur. 

Here was a perfect example of Life idling in the face of impossible odds! And 
really, anyone of us is as out of place and endangered. At our speed we caught the 
omen as a snapshot, like a ghost appearing in the glare of a flashbulb going off 
unexpectedly in our stunned faces. 

We blew past, and it didn’t even look up, though its fur sucked violently in our 
direction. But my lover shook, as if her mind was trying to make her body respond 
with its anguish at such horror. Then it took hold of her, and she almost opened the 
car door. She started yelling to stop, to go back; almost crying, almost screaming. 
We felt a strange awkwardness, and felt nearly undone with brave new pressures. My 
eyes flashed with cold fire. | felt something like her horror, mixed with a strange kind 
of strength and ruthlessness. | couldn't look at her — | didn't want her to see such 
eyes. 

This was more than a sad emergency. We had come upon an Event, a mean- 
ingful Gift from the mysterious Spirit that offers us Destiny, a Destiny that is 
exchanged for fate if we throw it away. What were we going to do? Stop in the center 
divider and run across traffic, risking everything to try and pick it up? By the time 
we even got off the freeway to turn around, it would be too late, What is the point of 
being so sensitive that you risk your big, long life for a kitten who's fate is not yours 
to control? What could we do about all the bizarre awesomeness of the world? How 
could we ignore the coincidence: we saw the cat and its predicament at the very 
moment we were talking of death. 


The Lesson: The kitten had been to our right, between the number 1 and 2 lanes. 
Cars were whizzing past it, invisible at the moment they were most dangerous. What 
more apt metaphor for death? And the kitten, completely nonchalant, its eyes barely 
open — the perfect symbol for most of us, numb to the abyss that yawned at our 
sides. Just another of the litter. Dropped off, in the center divider of Time, by a pro- 
lific universe that could easily make replacements for whatever died today. 

Perhaps the kitten might get off the freeway untouched, without even knowing 
its risk, a one-in-a-million chance survivor. But were these odds it could count on? 
No way — like us, the kitten would have to choose a course of action or almost cer- 
tainly be destroyed. Waiting, it might be hit by a random lane change serving death's 
weird purposes. Moving too quickly, without strategy, it would lose the natural 
advantage of its innocence. All in all, daring is like dollars in this world. We could 
only hope that cat was rich! 

If it made a break back to the center divider, the shortest course of action, it 
would find safety — the safety of a dead-end. Not only would it have nullified its 
gains, the lane it had achieved almost without trying, but it would be left to slowly 
starve, or to be picked off by a predator. And who would take further risks once they 
achieved the illusion of freedom? If we flee our pressures, pull off some kind of self- 
protective magic, marry our chances away, win the lottery — we may be finished 
rather. than saved. Security can be a kind of absolute failure! It lets us waste our 
Chance. 

Sizing up its options by some kind of eerie instinct, it could instead make a 
cautious but daring bid for the side of the freeway. There really was no other choice, 


The End: We talked often of ‘the kitten on the highway,’ especially when things were 
tough between us, but the bird of that relationship never flew as high again. When 
my lover made her break for the center divider a few months later, | chalked her up 
as a casualty of The Cat Rule, and fell asleep burying my face in my hands for weeks. 


Ing, Bao Shan writes an unusual newsletter called SpiritVision. You can order it through The Crooked Tree 
Consultancy, 310/398-4825, P.0. Box 66843, Los Angeles, CA 90066 ($15; 8 issues @ year). 


It is only in the light of the inescapable fact of death that a person can adequately engage and enter upon the mysterious fact of life. -John E. Hines 
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Dear Ms. Science: "т too > 
paranoid to swim in the ocean E 
because I'm afraid that some- p % 
thing is going to “get me.” Do i Ж? 
all my fears spawn Пот ` 
Speilberg fantasies or is there 
really something to be afraid 
of? Signed, Spineless as a... 
Dear Spineless: Though the most common marine injuries involve 
urchins and jellyfish, far more dramatic are SHARK ATTACKS. The largest species, the 
whale shark, actually eats tiny shrimp, but as we move down a little in size we come to the 
most fearsome predator | can imagine, the great white Carcharodon Crcharias. This scien- 
tific name means “ragged tooth” in Greek “Great Whites” feed primarily on seals, but there 
are quite a few attacks on humans each year. Have you ever looked up through the water 
at some dude on a board? Yes, the outline of a surfer looks very similar to a tasty seal 
snack, and in a recent study of shark attack behavior, sharks were attracted by pulling a 
board through the water. 
Sharks in California seem to give birth 
near San Diego, then move up the coast to San 
Francisco as they grow, and come back to 
SoCal when they're really big and ready to mate. 
с 3 У > Unlike the movie “Jaws,” sharks offen attack 
Pee f people and then spit them out. 
4 Closely related to sharks, are THE RAYS Many rays 
are poisonous and the electric ray can deliver a powerful shock 
— certainly enough to kill anyone who has too much fat and cholesterol in their diet. One 
of the most common is the round stingray. Dr. Science herself caught over 30 of these 
puppies 20 feet from shore in Long Beach. Injuries are extremely painful, and the toxin 
contracts the heart, constricts the respiratory system, and may produce convulsive 
seizures, comas, and/or death. The largest stingray in the world is Dasyatis brevicaudata 
found off the coast of Australia. It can grow to a length of 4.3 meters, a width of 2.3 m, and 
a weight of 325 kg. The base of the tail has been reported to reach "about the size of a 
man's leg," and the stinger itself can be 37 cm The stingers are found folded back along 
the tall, and most are barbed so that removing the stinger rips the flesh even more. 
SCORPION FISH AND ROCKFISH are found throughout the temperate waters of the 
sea in shallow bays, rocky areas, and coral reefs, and they may be some of the most poi- 
sonous fish you're likely to see in someone's tank. They have poisonous spines over most 
of the body, and when they are pissed off, they will hold these spines erect. Most people 
are usually stung by stepping on the fish. Injury fesults in a shooting pain which may last 
several hours, and may be followed by shock, gangrene, and/or death If stung, the wound 
should be bled, and circulation from the area should be stopped by using a tourniquet 
Some fish can cause pain and death without biting or poisoning The CANDIRU 
(genus Urinophilis) of South America is in a class by itself. This tiny, elongated catfish usu- 
ally lives as a parasite in the gills of other fish. Most fish can get rid of some waste prod- 
ucts, like ammonia, through their gills, and the candiru uses this nitrogen to find it's home, 
swimming up the gradient where they innocently follow any nitrogen to it's source. Of 
course, people have to get rid of nitrogenous waste through urine production. In other 
words, if you piss in the Amazon, this guy may swim up your hole. Though he realizes his 
mistake, the poor candiru cannot back out, and once inside, he dies. The resulting infection 
will kill the unfortunate host, if the intense pain of having a fish up your dick has not already 
done so. Actually, it's the women who usually dies, 
while men can be saved through a rather 


drastic operation. Enjoy 
у >>> 


your swim! 
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A few years back | watched an Oceanography 
special which, in the course of their experiments, proved that sharks are more FOR THE 
attracted to, and more likely to attack the color yellow than a piece of bloody red А 
meat. My question to the little surfer kiddies out there is: Why are the bottoms 
of most surf boards yellow? Not to mention, why (in more recent years) have 
they been using more and more bright colors — especially yellow — in the making 
of wet suits? -Darby (even Ms. Scientist couldn't answer this one.) 


People are like maggots, small, blind and worthless, fish bait. -David Smith 
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‘Thomas Rowlandson, Death Seated on the Globe, 
frontispiece to The English Dance of Death, 1816. 


Modern American death rituals suck. They're so hermeti- 
cally sealed and distant. Once upon a time there was a 
user-friendly, interactive, “we get to play too” sort of atti- 
tude towards death for the average citizen. From colonial 
days until the nineteenth century the American funeral was 
almost exclusively a family thing. Family members or 
friends performed most of the duties connected with the 
dead body itself. They washed and laid it out, draped it in 
a winding sheet and ordered the coffin from the local car- 
penter. They carried the coffin from home to church and 
then on to the graveyard. Frequently, unless the church 
sexton was available, they even dug the grave themselves 
Not to mention that in the time between death and burial, 





A vampire goddess, the Indian deity Kali, who feasts 
on human blood and to whom sacrifices are made. 


How people in a certain era bury their dead says much about the people, their historic time, and the prevailing attitudes toward death and dying. -Panati's Extraordinary Endings BEN IS 


The Final Frontier 


Anglo-Saxon tradition deemed that the body was to be 
continuously mourned over, day and night. The body was 
watched in the home parlor just to make sure that no signs 
of life occurred (hence the term funeral parlor. Now we 
have the /iving room.) It was common practice to dress the 
deceased up at this time and make them look “alive” — 
either sleeping or awake. Often photographs were taken. 
displaying the dead in their best "life-like" pose. Now it's 
a big deal to take a day off work to attend a funeral 

In many cultures, the customs surrounding death 
are more often practiced out of fear of the spirit world 
ralher than respect for the dearly departed. Even in 
America, to protect the living from the danger of a lin- 
gering spirit, people would stop 
clocks or watches. This notified the 
spirit that death had taken place and 
that it could not remain in or near 
the body. 

The use of black at funerals 
was borrowed directly from the 
ancient Romans who, in turn, bor- 
rowed the custom from far older cul- 
tures. Although black is considered 
a color of respect it was actually 
worn because it was widely thought 
that a person dressed in black 
wouldn't be recognized by the ghost 
of the deceased. In many societies, 
black funeral attire was worn by the 
people closest to the deceased for 
weeks or months as protective cam- 
ouflage. In some Mediterranean 
countries a widow wears a veil and 
black clothing for a year to hide from 
her husband's prowling spirit. In many places, including 
Yugoslavia, older generation widows often wear black for 
the rest of their lives as an indication of respect and loss. 

The Kaingang tribesmen of Brazil also fear the 
returning spirit of the dead, but it is the husbands whose 
wives have died who are especially vulnerable. After a 
tribesman's wife dies, a gang of his buddies, skilled in 
tribal lore, show up at the hut where her death occurred. 
They chant briefly, commanding the bereaved to come 
forth and be cleansed. The widower comes out of the hut, 
is seized and given a ritualistic haircut — so short that he 
could not be recognized by the spirit of his wife if she 
returns. This took place to the accompaniment of chanting 
that was expected to drive away the spirit of the dead 
woman. As an extra precaution, he is further disguised by 
covering his head with feathers. He wears these feathers 
day and night until his hair grows long again. At this time 
there is no longer any danger of his wife's spirit coming 
back to haunt him. The cutting of hair as a pious, or des- 
perately grieving action is still widely seen in modern cul- 
tures, but it is no longer connected to the fear of being 
haunted. 


ЈЕ 


by Pollyanne Hornbeck 


People in rural Poland once opened all windows and 
doors upon the time of death to shoo the spirit of the dead 
out. The Chinese stepped away from or even left the room 
as the coffin lid was being closed so that their shadow 
would not be enclosed with the corpse — which, of course, 
would endanger a person's health. Germans tried to keep 
the body away from the living by specifically returning it 
from whence it came, inscribing tombstones with “Hier 
ruht im Mutterschoss der Erde" ("Here rests in Earth's 
maternal womb"). The German place of rest for the dead 
was referred to as Gottesacker or "God's acre," referring to 
the "seed-field of the Lord." The bodies of the faithful were 





Ossuary in a Capuchin Church, Rome, late 18705. 


"sown" to wait for resurrection. (This idea of “resurrection 
of the worthy" on the Day of Judgment — still the founda- 
tion of the Protestant religion — sounds like a zombie 
movie to me, but then my mom always did tell me that | 
was a heathen.) In modern India, interment or cremation is 
still likely to be linked with the words “Go into kindly 
mother earth, who will be wool-soft like a maiden.” 

The possibility of being buried alive has been a con- 
tinual fear and many steps have been made to avoid it. A 
simple technique involved holding a mirror in front of the 
potential dead to spot any sign of breath upon the glass. 
The Germans went a step further. While the body was in 
the morgue, they rigged up a device which included tying 
a rope around the wrist of the corpse. This rope was 
attached to a bell which would ring, and notify the morgue 
attendant if any movement occurred. Premature burial was 
so grave a fear, that many people, including Eleanor 
Roosevelt, George Washington, and Frederic Chopin clar- 
ified in their wills that “every conceivability of life” be con- 
sidered before interment. One method of absolute proof 
was the removal of the head or heart. In Western culture, 
embalming wasn't initially a method of preserving the 
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The earliest known drawing of a vampire, 
on a Babylonian cylinder seal. 


body, so much as a method of insuring that no life was 
preserved in the body. A series of discoveries showed that 
when the blood vessels were drained of blood other prod- 
ucts could be injected. First alcohol or ether were used 
and then tannic acid. It wasn’t until this century that 
formaldehyde became the norm. Egyptians prettied up and 
embalmed their notables with spices, resins and oils to 
prepare them for the afterlife; along with every material 
thing they could use, including servants or spouses 
While the arid environment did much to aid the preserva- 
tion of the dead for the sake of posterity, the spices helped 
mask any nasty odors of rotting flesh. 

Fire was, and still is, considered by many to be the 
ultimate purifier — "God's blazing servant." In Catholic tra- 
dition, both past and present, the burning of candles by 
the living is thought to help the dead in their afterlife by 
showing devotion. The ancient Romans believed that the 
flaming funeral torches guided the departed soul to its 
eternal abode. In many other cultures, candles are used to 
frighten away spirits eager to reanimate the corpse or to 
guard the body until the spirit is ready to leave. The word 
"funeral" comes from the Latin word funus or "torch," 
while "cremate" comes from the Latin word cremare which 
means "to burn up." Cremation has been traced back as 
far as the Stone Age in Europe. This practice spread 
during the Bronze Age and early Iron Age. It seems the 
thought of being buried in the earth after death was horri- 
fying. It has been documented in widespread viewpoints 
that cremation was believed to be necessary to free the 
spirit from its earthly weight. So burying a body would be 
counterproductive. In India, the burning of bodies and the 
deposit of the ashes into the Holy Ganges is a comforting 
resolution of death for many Hindus. 

Burial at sea was usually done out of necessity when 
it was not feasible to preserve the body. Ships’ captains 
usually kept a lead coffin on hand just in case a naval 





Ifugao Headhunters, The Philippines, circa 1900 
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officer died on their voyage. Norse chiefs and heroes were 
set adrift on rivers and oceans in specially built death 
ships. According to myth, a hero or high-ranking person 
was thought to possess divinity and, as they sailed away 
in death, they were thought to return in altered form. Myth 
lends that Vikings would do the same, but those fiery 
Swedes (and Danes) would often set the ship ablaze. Still, 
some ships were painstakingly hauled away and buried. In 
the Soloman Islands, bodies are simply laid on a reef to be 
eaten by sharks. By compar- 
ison, today's practice of 
throwing cremated remains in 
the ocean seems wimpy. 
Exposure is the rarest 
method of disposal of the dead. 
Hominids predating the 
Neanderthals just abandoned 
their dead wherever they fell, 
but that didn't have anything to 
do with funeral customs. They 
were probably just lazy and 
didn't have the concepts of 
guilt, grief or the fear of God 
beaten into them yet. Simple, 
efficient — you gotta love those 
big lugs! Exposure may seem 
heartless, but if you view the 
dead as unclean, why would 
you want to sully the pure ele- 
ments of the earth with a filthy 
rotting body? Besides, vul- 
tures, “nature's undertaker” the 
Necrophorus Mortuorum 
(commonly known as the 
"Sexton Beetle"), and other 
Scavengers have a job to do; let 
us not throw our sabot into 
their machine. Some Tibetan 
Sects believe that when death 
Occurs, the body is soon 
devoid of a soul and has no significance. A corpse may be 
unceremoniously abandoned to feed the first passing car- 
nivore. Since the spirit is gone, scavenger consumption is 
an expedient, efficient and inexpensive mode of disposal. 
The most widely known practitioners of air burial are the 
Zoroastrians. This ancient pre-Islamic religion survives in 
some parts of Iran and India. A dog with dots painted 
above his eyes is brought in to guard the body from pos- 
session of evil spiri:s. These dots are believed to give the 
dog a magical stare. After three 
days, the body is taken to a per- 
manent fixture named the 
“Tower of Silence.” This is a 
Series of circular elevated plat- 
forms; one level each for men, 
women, and children. This 
place is familiar to the vultures 
who, for centuries, have come 
to the towers to feast. After the 
flesh is stripped off the bones, 
the skeleton dries in the sun 
and eventually, as dust, is 
swept into a pit 
One of the most 
interesting aspects of death is 
human sacrifice. This amazing 
last gift runs the gambit from 
infanticide (as population con- 





If blood is life, it may also be the soul, the part of 

man which survives the death of the body. In the 

Indian Mahabharata, Drona prepares for death by 

collecting his soul together from his limbs. As his 

head is cut off, the soul rises up like a column of 
blood-red flame. 


trol) to ritual murder (to keep the planets in orbit.) 
Infanticide has been around since the beginning of time. 
To spare a deformed child of a life of hardship, was 
referred to as a "prayer, not a sin” and that continued until 
the nineteenth century. Secret infanticide has also been a 
saving grace for mothers whovhave borne more than one 
child in the same pregnancy. It was commonly thought 
that a man could only father one child at a time, so obvi- 
ously if more than one child was on its way, the woman 
must also have been 
involved with someone 
other than just her hus- 
band. In that case, if the 
woman felt she wasn't 
finished after the first 
little larvae popped out, 
she'd excuse herself, go 
out to the bushes, 
squeeze it out and bury 
it; saving her and her 
familys social stigma. 
For those who think this 
sacrifice is just a 
product of ancient igno- 
rance, let's not forget 
watching TV in our safe 
little homes, 45 
Buddhist monks writhed 
in the flames of self- 
immolation as the ulti- 
mate gesture of protest 
to the Vietnam War. But 
ancient ignorance is fer- 
tile breeding ground, so 
let's all cram into Mr. 
Peabody's “Way Back” 
machine to some of the 
juiciest stuff — the sacri- 
fice rituals of the 
ancient Aztecs. This 
advanced industrial society believed that continual 
appeasement of the gods in the form of human sacrifice 
was necessary to keep the universe in check. For instance, 
the sun needed sacrificial blood in order to keep moving 
across the sky. Alternately enchanted and repulsed by the 
paradoxical nature of human existence, victims would line 
up on one of the many festival days before the steps of one 
of the pyramids. Following one after another up steps slip- 
pery with the blood spilled before them, they would reach 
the temple on the summit of the pyramid. They were seized 
and spread across a large, round and slightly convex 
stone. Their chest was swiftly broken open by the head 
priest with a heavy flint knife. This same priest then 
reached into the victim's body and with his hands ripped 
out the still beating heart and held it fervently up for 
approval from the sun and four directions. The body was 
toppled down the pyramid, in full view of the next 
ascending sacrificial candidate, who had to take care to 
dodge it. When the body finally came to a halt it was 
decapitated and the head of the now fully initiated member 
of the Aztec death cult was delicately placed on a skull 
rack. The flesh was destined for human consumption, 
usually in the form of some sort of stew. Of course it was 
worth it to the victims ‘cause these sacrificed people had a 
charmed afterlife. They got to go to a paradise in the East 
and wake up every morning to go with the sun on a trip to 
the roof of heaven. Wheee! 3 
Somewhat connected to sacrifice is the concept of 


Shrinking away from death is something unhealthy and abnormal which robs the second half of life of its purpose. -Carl Jung (on his deathbed) 








According to Aztec belief, the sun had to be 
nourished with offerings of the "red cactus fruit" — 
human hearts and blood. If the sacrifice was 
neglected, it would stop moving and the human race 
would die from the resulting fire. To be sacrificed to 
the sun was considered a glorious death. Illustration 
from a manuscript in the Museo de America, Madrid. 


consuming the remains of the dead in an act of ritualism 
or grief. The Yanomama of South America eat the ashes of 
the deceased mixed with food in order to keep this person 
with them always, and to set their spirit free. If a warrior is 
Killed by an enemy, his relatives would wait as long as 
possible before destroying the body because the spirit of 
the murdered man lodges in the chest of his assailant, 
causing weakness, pain and even death. Imagine the 
raging frenzied fear that there might be an angry dead guy 
stuck in one’s chest? Only after relatives have burned the 
body, pulverized the bones and eaten the ashes, will the 
assailant be free of the dead man’s spirit. Remember 
patience is a virtue. The Mayoruna of Venezuela, while still 
in the vibrant throes of life, decide who they want to be 
eaten by after they die. The beneficiaries may decide to 
take their time finishing off their pal or relative by keeping 
achunk with them at all times and just taking a little nibble 
when they feel overwhelmed with grief 

Some people believe that they never have to die. 
Rastafari, a religious movement that started in the 1930s 
in Jamaica, doesn't focus on dying or «its aftermath 
Instead they practice living their lives righteously, in the 


Young Girl on Couch with Her Doll — circa 1895. From the book Sleeping Beauties: Memorial Photography in America 


The goal of all life is death. -Sigmund Freud 


belief that in doing so they will live forever. Another group 
with anti-death theories were the Girlingites or English 
Shakers. They were the nineteenth-century followers of 
Mary Anne Girling, a self-professed “Bride of Christ.” 
They believed that if they remained celibate they would 
never die. They did, however, get to have fun by dancing 
and jumping up and down at their meetings. 

You can't take it with you, but maybe you'll need it 
on the way. Putting pennies, or other coins, on the eyes of 
the dead, is an old practice. Not only did it keep an unset- 
tling gaze from peering back at you, but it also served as 
the required toll for Charon, the guy who takes you across 
the river Styx into the Elysian fields. Sometimes coins 
were enclosed in hands, tied in bags around the waist, or 
hidden in the mouth. 

Sometimes getting into Paradise is guaranteed. In 
Islam, if you die in a jihad or “struggle” on the behalf of 
Islam, youre assured a place. Jihad doesn't mean "holy 
war” as it is often translated. The greatest jihad is against 
oneself, so hows that for an incentive to work on self- 
improvement! The Koran speaks of how the "Day of 
Religion" (Judgment Day) is a review of just you and a 
“book” of every action, good or bad, that you've done in 
your life. And unlike some views of Catholicism, no 
amount of praying or pleading by those who are still earth- 
bound will do any good. In fact, it's probably a really bad 
idea, since it presumes that Allah might need some advice 
from a measly human. 

With all this history, it's sad that our own rituals are 
so commercial, bland, lackluster and well, Americanized. 
Where's the style? Where's the depth? Where's the sense 
of people making personalized spiritual decisions? Is 
death such an invisible thing that we aren't suppose to see 
it; like it doesn't exist or something? No, we just pretend 
we don't see it by keeping it clinical and concealing it from 
ourselves. Are the only people who die the people in car 
accidents or drive-by shootings that we watch on TV 
news? What could be more important than the ending of 
your life in this world? You're dead! As for where you may 
go after that, some of the other articles in this issue might 
prove enlightening. What | want to know is, what kind of 
ritual takes place after your demise by the people who 
loved, cared for, or maybe even silently admired you? Are 
we all taken off the hook by a Forest Lawn billboard which 
tells us “It only takes one telephone call, everything in one 





place"? How tidy. | know there are a lot of problems here 
on our “civilized” western plane, but why act like death 
doesn't happen? It seems that only recently, with the large 
numbers of AIDS and terminally ill cancer victims battling 
for life and demanding to be able to “die with dignity,” do 
we deal with impending death directly again. For many of 
us death isn't quite as distant as it used to be. We can be 
involved in the death process: the preparation for death, 
and ultimately the remembrance and the celebration of life. 
Knowing that someone is dying, that it may take awhile, 
and that there is nothing we can do about it, has renewed 





Funeral Invitation, woodcut, 1705. 


the practice of hospice and home care arrangements 
leading up to the time of death. This has brought death 
back into our own hands and homes. 

And it's a realistic place to start absconding from 
current tradition — choosing where you die. | don’t know 
about you, but the last place І мапі to craw! to when I'm 
on my last legs is a hospital. Hospitals with their sickly 
white-washed, contaminated walls, and staff that don't 
give a hoot about you. It is often a situation where you 
will end up paying (way too much) to either be killed 
faster or kept alive long after it's time to go. If you can 
(and | know a lot of people can't) die at home, with your 
friends around you. And ask them not to call the author- 
ities right away. Remember, once you make that call, 
you will be subjected to a huge onslaught of official 
intervention, which often includes a fire truck and crew 
with sirens and full regalia, two police cars (we're 
talking about a routine and expected death) and a 
paramedic team who will make a valiant attempt to 
revive the body, no matter how long it has been dead. 
Even a few moments with the deceased might help you 
deal, on a more deep and fulfilling manner, with the 
loss. 

It wouldn't take much effort to personalize and 
generally improve on techniques of modern-day 
American death trips. Perhaps this project will achieve 
its ultimate goal, which is to stimulate you, precious 
reader, into doing some of your own research; and 
hopefully, when your time comes, you'll have figured 
out a beautiful and bizarre way for you and your loved 
ones to deal with your departure. | figure, if we all think 
ahead, and plan well — we could give our frigid, lack- 
luster rituals a revolutionary twist. If you think about 
cultural history in terms of everyday fads that could 
actually take hold in historical documentation — it makes 
more sense to think that your brave little choice to have 
your body, say, strapped to a hang-glider, set ablaze 
and launched into the Grand Canyon, while your friends 
gathered below eat ice cream cakes sculpted in your 
image, could actually catch on. 
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EYOND BURIAL 
IVE GUIDE TO THE DISPOSITION OF HUMAN REMAINS 


BY REV. AL CACOPHONY 


What follows is an inventory of alternatives to the “decent Christian burial.” Some of 
these methods seek to preserve the body. Some seek to return it to its component 
elements. Some just try to foist the whole mess off on someone else. Avoiding 
responsibility is actually one of the major perks of death, but if you wish to escape 
the humiliation of a run-of-the-mill burial, you have no choice but to provide your 
next of kin with detailed written instructions, For those who like to take matters into 
their own hands, however, we have also described a number of methods by which 
you can simultaneously dispose of your own body and end your own life, thereby 
eliminating the risk of having your wishes misinterpreted by a grieving loved one 
Our list, in fact, may seem weighted towards the suicidal crowd. But if you're open- 
minded enough to see the charm in these non-traditional techniques, you probably 
don't belong among the living anyway. It's your choice, The only question is: Which 
method is right for you? 


CREMATION 

Hardly alternative, yet, if executed with some flair, can leave it's own greasy mark on 
the public psyche. One possible means of livening up your act of self-immolation is 
pulling it off in full public view. We suggest a stone barbecue in a well-trafficked 
park, For a more succulent effect, you may want to have a friend prepare you with an 
aluminum foil body wrap and garlic-butter rubdown. An even more spectacular out- 
come can be achieved at the neighborhood Texaco, where you can entertain the 
pump-jockeys by sucking a few gallons straight from the hose with a lighted 
cigarette between your teeth 


DETONAT!ON 

The difference between self-immolation and self-detonation is, of course, only a 
question of degree. Here's a favorite recipe of mine: All you need is a large propane 
tank (the type sold for barbecue), an extension cord. plugged into a timer, and a 
toaster, Jam the toaster full of gasoline-soaked paper. Run your extension into a 
cozy airtight space like the interior of your car. For maximum effect you should stock 
the front seat with whatever other combustibles you have around the house. Make 
sure the windows are nice "n tight. Settle back with your toaster. Push down that 
lever one last time. Set your timer so that the toaster comes on in 10 minutes, and 
open the valve on the propane. You'll go under just like at the dentist's, and before 
you can say “Leggo my Eggo” the toaster will ignite the gas, hurling your giblets to 
Kingdom Come. If you've stocked enough combustibles in the car, they won't even 
be able to scrape you off the garage walls as these too will be burned down 


SKY BURIAL 

This form of “burial” is practiced by indigenous peoples all over the globe. The body 
is left to decompose on an elevated platform or cliff-side Disintegration under the 
ravages of the elements and scavenging birds is believed to return the deceased 


spirit of the sky. But you can put an urban spin on the time-honored “lazy man's way 
out.” Pigeons will not quibble over the difference between that discarded Kentucky 
fried chicken leg and the tender bits of a decomposing office worker. You can either 
arrange with a friend to help you with that final elevator ride once you kick it or go 
it alone via rooftop suicide. Tip: Sky burial is only feasible on the tallest building in 
your neighborhood. Except in the most indifferent communities, your local Gladys 
Kravitts will call the authorities should she sight some permanent sunbathers on a 
roof lower than her own. 


SEA BURIAL 

Sea Burial has already been exploited. Face it, hiring a boat can be expensive, and 
the law says you've got to get yourself cremated first. Fire? What kind of compro- 
mise is this for a committed Piscean? If you must dispose of your ashes in water, 
may we suggest you try public water supplies, swimming pools, or the “Twenty 
Thousand Leagues Under the Sea Ride” at Disneyland? For those who just can't get 
over their Davy Jones Locker trip, please remember that all rivers lead to the sea, as 
do storm drains and sewers. Out-of-sight, out-of-mind. 


MUMMIFICATION 

Too extensive to detail here. There are books that cover the basics, but your best bet 
for those really technical questions is to get in touch with the Rosicrucians up in San 
Jose. They have the country's most extensive collection of Egyptian artifacts and 
plenty of bored Egyptologists you can pester with questions. Tell 'em you're inter- 
ested in getting some cosmic consciousness, and then while you're at it, slip ina 
couple of questions every now and then about mummification. We can tell you that 
you'll need about 60 yards of linen, 15 gallons of pine resin, four 3-6 gallon jars for 
storing the entrails, a few pounds of myrrh, henna, and a couple of hooked darning 
needle like things for pulling the brains out through the nostrils. The costs can really 
go through the roof if you attempt to go beyond the basic embalming procedures 
and duplicate any of the ornamental extravagances in which the Egyptian royalty 
indulged, But your biggest challenge will be in finding and training the person with 
the proper dexterity and stomach to do the job on you. Just to be sure that you get 
the results you're looking for, you may want to practice together with your embalmer 
on a few stray cats or dogs, or whatever you can find running around the neighbor- 
hood. The entire process of mummification takes about 40 days. Wouldn't try itin 
an apartment. You'll probably want to rent some kind of space with running water, a 
chimney or fume hood, and no nosy neighbors. Traditionally the embalmer wore the 
mask of Anubis, the jackal-headed God of the Dead, and this may be a good way to 
protect his anonymity should the authorities show up unannounced. 


TAXIDERMY 
The techniques of modern taxidermy are no less complicated than those employed 
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by the ancient Egyptians. Most techniques employed on larger mammals can be 
easily adopted for use on human beings. There are basically four steps: the 
sculpting of an armature over which the pelt will be stretched, removal of the pelt, 
treatment’ of the pelt with preservative agents, and the adhesion of the pelt to the 
sculpted armature. Attempts to circumvent the first and last steps by simply stuffing 
the carcass with supports and filler will yield unsatisfactory results as witnessed by 
the inferior workmanship of Ed Gein and other amateur practitioners of the art. 
Creation of the armature is not difficult, if you take the time to have a body casting 
made while you are still alive. Check out a nearby art school or university for a stu- 
dent who can do this for you cheap. The removal of the skin from the body, how- 
ever, is considered by many to be the most difficult part of the process. The ease 
with which the skin can be peeled from the body is directly proportional to the thick- 
ness of the layer of fat beneath. The treatment of the skin with preservatives also pre- 
sents particular problems in the case of human subjects. There is simply no fool- 
proof method for tanning human skin without causing some discoloration and 
change in texture. The problem, however, will be less noticeable on those who have 
devoted some time to tanning themselves during life. Unfortunately, the presence of 
adequate body fat rarely occurs among that body-worshipping Coppertone crowd 
whose skins are best adapted to these procedures. If taxidermy is your chosen route, 
get started with the sun lamps and Ding-Dongs today! Not only will this regimen 
assist the taxidermist after your death, but it can greatly accelerate you toward 
death's onset. 


FREEZE-DRYING 

The complete desiccation of the body by which the Egyptian’s preserved their dead, 
becomes even more effective when carried out at very low temperatures. Deep freeze 
spaces can be rented by anyone who has overbought on the chuck roast, so why not 
by somebody with something a little more serious in mind? Freezing is the easy 
part, but drying is not that difficult. Even an unassisted suicide can go a long way 
toward draining his bodily fluids with just a little preparation. Most of these steps 
you can accomplish alone; others will require a bit of assistance from your sur- 
vivors. You will need to suspend yourself from a cord attached to your ankles. There 
are many different methods of accomplishing this, but please bear in mind that your 
groin must be elevated above the level of your heart. Once you are suspended, you 
will need to do two things quickly before the rush of blood to your head causes you 
to lose consciousness. You will need to punch a hole in your stomach and slit your 
throat. Punching the hole in your stomach only takes a second, and is really not that 
painful, if quickly followed by a clean body-numbing throat-slitting. Without the 
hole in your stomach however, intestinal liquids so rich in forms of bacteria respon- 
sible for putrefaction, have absolutely no way of escaping. Somewhere near the sui- 
cide site you will also need to have handy a sleeping bag filled with rock salt or 
garden lime. This is where you will nap away eternity as whatever liquids left deep 
within your bodily tissues are leached out just like so much mucous from a slug. 
Your suicide note should make a last request that you remain hanging in this posi- 
tion for at least 24 hours. You might also request that whoever finds you make a few 
small slices in the wrists, the femoral arteries in the legs, and under the shoulders, 
to insure the complete drainage of blood. After 24 hours, they can take you down, 
tuck you in your sleeping bag and cart you off to cold storage. A moderate gratuity 


. is generally expected for such services. 


SMOKING 

Another form of preservation through desiccation is smoking. The same steps for 
draining of bodily fluids apply, but rather than freezing, the body is subject to a 60- 
day period of suspension over smoldering fires, after which it may be considered 
permanently preserved. A cheap metal utility shed will suffice as a smokehouse, a 
large hibachi as a burner, but don't scrimp on the wood. A good half-seasoned 
wood, that produces a pungent smoke, such as hickory or mesquite, is essential. 
Not only will this fill your shed with savory smokehouse smells, but even more 
importantly will mask the scent of putrefaction, which could bring nosy neighbors 
and the legal authorities to your door. 


MUNICIPAL DISPOSAL 

If you haven't spent too much time as a couch potato, you may be able to become 
the ultimate human latke. Remove the stuffing and springs from an old sofa. You 
must be small enough to fit in this space curled in a fetal position. When your time 
comes, a very good friend will need to see that you are tucked into this hole and 
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covered with a seat cushion which is then stitched in place, The sofa is then left on 
a street corner where pickup is expected. Usually these large items will be carted off 
to landfill by special sanitation crews, but if the regulars are feeling a little frisky, 
they may throw the sofa into their own truck. Sure they'll see the blood spilling from 
the jaws of the compactor, but who's going to be able to separate your parts from 
that day old cranberry relish? And who's going to want to? Another unexplained dis- 
appearance. Maybe they'll talk about it on “Unsolved Mysteries.” 


THE CEMENT OVERSHOE 

Tried and true Mafioso body disposal method. It's like sea burial, but without all the 
fuss and compromise of cremation. As the months go by, your flesh will float down- 
stream in inoffensive little gobs resembling dead fish, easy to overlook, particularly 
in any reasonably-polluted urban river. 


THE CEMENT BATHTUB 

Here’s an interesting elaboration on the Cement Overshoe, particularly suited for 
suicides. Go ahead and swallow your vodka 'n valium and crawl into a nice warm 
tub. Feeling sleepy? Don't forget to add four twenty-pound bags of cement along 
with your bath salts. We suggest keeping the water a little on the cool side to 
lengthen setup time. When you ultimately nod off, you'll be slipping into your own 
hermetically-sealed mausoleum and monument. Imagine your family's delight, 
when they finally break down that bathroom door! No unpleasant stew of puffy 
water-logged flesh to contend with — only a neat odor-free oblong with all your 
freshness sealed in! All they need do is carve a name and date. 


POSTAL INTERNMENT 

Give new meaning to the phrase “dead letter.” Once you've snuffed it, a friend stuffs 
you in a good watertight sleeping bag, wraps it with a roll or two of duct tape, then 
finishes with brown paper and twine. The package should be addressed to a non- 
existent destination. The return address is also bogus. Fuck the zip code! Leave that 
off altogether. You'll just go on circling between two warring postal stations, neither 
of which will be willing to go through all the paperwork necessary to destroy the 
package. Works particularly well during the busy Christmas season. Drink a lot of 
rum before you die, and they'll just think it’s the smell of more fruitcake passing its 
prime. 


INDUSTRIAL WASTE 

No inventory would be complete without mention of a few high-tech modes of dis- 
posal possible only in an industrial society with so many dangerous moving parts. 
Anyone can simply jump off a skyscraper to reduce: himself to formless pulp, but 
with a little planning, you can achieve the same end in a way that really says “He 
was a loser, but he was original.” The throbbing mills of industry are a virtual 
Disneyland for those seeking corporeal annihilation. Any major city offers dozens of 
possible suicide sites. Sneaking or bluffing your way in will require a little planning, 
and to really ferret out the best opportunities, you may want to take on a temporary 
job on the inside. But your efforts will be richly rewarded. Just imagine yourself 
simmering away inside a smelter, vaporized in a blast furnace, electroplated, ground 
up, or extruded in a gob of molten plastic! And what profiteer could afford to dis- 
card, say, several hundred beautifully chromed automobile bumpers, just because 
of the possible taint of cooked-in human flesh? Come back as a car! It may be as 
close as you ever get to reincarnation. And who knows what suits your karma? Beer? 
Breakfast cereal? Fertilizer? Rendering plants are ideal. You could be stewed into 
glue. You could be mushed into mucilage. You could come back in somebody's hair 
gel. Maybe you're not feeling blue collar today. Maybe you fancy yourself more of a 
jet-setter. Cool. Why don't you swing on by the airport. There's that jet just sitting 
there warming up its engine, and there you are — over the fence, up on the wing and 
into the roaring turbine. You emerge as human spray paint! But hey, you don't even 
have to leave home to get youself pureed. Just stay on the lookout for those street 
maintenance crews. After the next big storm, when all the branches fall into the 
street, they'll be bringing that big ol’ hungry tree shredder to your neighborhood to 
rip it up and spit it out as sawdust. You just saunter up and hop right in. One with 
nature, instantly. Bone, blood, bark, and leaf. Push button convenience. Why wait 
fifty years underground to be strained through the digestive tracts of blind grubs and 
worms when you can do it yourself in a minute and be famous? You'll make the front 
page everywhere — but they probably won't use the photos. ; 2% 


I don't believe in dying. It's been done. I'm working on a new exit. Besides I can't die now - I'm booked. -George Burns 





Y-QUE 


1770 N. Vermont Ave. 
Los Angeles 
213) 664-0021 


Candles, Incense, Jewelry, Manic 
Panic, T-Shirts, Cards, Toys, Skulls & 
Bones (good selection), Day of the 
Dead, Mexican Oil Cloth, 50’s 60’s 
70’s old stock, Body & Ritual Oils, 
Books, Bath Stuff, Rosaries, Herbs, 
One of a Kind Things, Potions, Pin- 
Ups, Curios & Oddments, Etc. 


Open Noon Daily. Discount w/Ad. 


Extremes of Information 


Anarchy * Control * Deviance * Tactics 
Mayhem * Strange Phenomena * Satan 
Conspiracy * Pulps * Sleaze * Psychedelic 


* Books ° Magazines & Zines 
* CDs * CD-ROMs 


A Multitude of Astonishing New Titles! 


1764 N. Vermont Ave. 
(Between Hollywood & Franklin) 
Los Angeles, CA 90027 
(213) 665-0956 


Open 12 PM to 7 PM, Closed Mondays 





Back in 1989, a man from Long Beach, CA named 
Otis had an idea. With his own background in 
art (ranging from punk posters to Kenny Loggins 
t-shirts), and his talented friend The Pizz, he in- 
vented the original Murder Trading Cards. It was 
such a hit that not long after they were bombarded 
with talk shows, fans, competition, law 
suits...and a few more concepts for new addi- 
tions to the trading card line: World's Most Hated 
People, Grind House Girls, and Betty Page to 
name a few. And other notable artists have con- 
tributed, including: Coop, Chuck Biscuit, Mark 
Rude and Rob Zombie. Now Otis has made the 
leap, all the way to Seattle, where he's started a 
company with Something Weird Video's Mike 
Vraney (who re-releases old '30s-'60s adult smut 
and horror videos). Their company is called Some- 
thing Weird Productions and is devoting itself 
to furthering the world's palatability for the 
painstakingly truthful gore of the whole thing. 
Interview by Darby. 


Darby: Why did you start the trading cards? 
Otis: When we started doing it there were maybe one or 
two alternative sets, like the Jim Jones cards were out 
there. | just thought it was a new avenue that really hadn't 
been taken advantage of, so | thought it'd be a great way 
to put out the murderers. You know, you put it out in 
book form and there's already twenty thousand books 
out there, so it's just a different way to approach it 

Do they turn into collectors items? 

Oh yeah. The murder cards, for example, the second 
printing on them was confiscated. So we only got a thou- 
sand sets on the market. I've heard of them going for up 
to two hundred bucks a set. They are the ones that look 
like a Marlboro box. So we got sued by Phillip Morris 
and they confiscated all our stuff. 

They just went in and took it all? 

Yeah, they took all the packaging. When they first came 
out they were made illegal in Canada and they tried to 
make 'em illegal in a bunch of states here, like Arkansas 
and New York. In fact, because of our cards, they did 
change a bunch of laws in this country specifically con- 
cerning trading cards. You have to be a certain age in 
certain states to buy them, and things like that. So the 
Cannibal Cards are in a postcard format so hopefully 
we'll be able to bypass some of those laws. Actually, in 
Canada, you can get sent to jail just for owning the Mur- 
der Trading Cards. It's a hate crime to own them, which 
is really ridiculous. 

How many of the murder cards did you sell? 
Its hard to tell. | can tell you how many we sold, but 
they've been bootlegged to death. The printer that origi- 
nally printed them, | think he sold about twenty thou- 
sand sets out the back door of his shop. I'm not gonna 
mention names because he's not a printer anymore, and 
because of legal reasons. But he's got a card company 
out with a name similar to the one we started with. After 
we had legal problems with him, he changed the name 
and he's a competitor now. It's obvious because he pretty 
much copies everybody's stuff that's out there. 

And the stores don’t mind carrying him? 
Usually they don't know. It's hard to inform everybody. 
Was it more a business concept or childhood fan- 
tasy, as far as your choice of subject matter? 
The subject matter is something I've always been inter- 
ested in. Chuck Biscuit kinda turned me onto the subject 
matter years ago. We've always been reading about it 
and we've always been involved in different projects to- 
gether. My living as an artist was just another avenue, a 
way to make a little bit of money and do artwork at the 
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ATE BABIES, FOLKS AND ANIMALS.” ARTWORK: ROB ZOMBIE. 


Has it gone too far? Haven't we had enough of the gruesome, horrific images 
of blood, guts, and murder? What's to become of our future generations - 
with these kinds of images at each turn!? We can’t even allow our children 
into the neighborhood comic book store for fear they may return home with 
a trading card collection featuring real life cannibals?! It’s all coming to an 
end soon, you know, that's what this all means. When people face the reality 
of our cruel, twisted world, you just know we're all dooooomed. 


same time. | think any time you can do something like 
that and get ahead financially it's great. We haven't got- 
ten ahead that far but we exist. Being able to do what | 
want to do and just exist without having to get a regular 
job, | figure that's success. 

Do you ever find yourself getting bored with the 
whole concept now? 

Yeah totally. Not so much bored as much as that's all 
people start thinking you do. | doa lot of different things. 
Every time there's a new murderer | get eight thousand 
phone calls, “Hey did you hear about so and so?” | don't 
keep up with this. If I'm gonna do a set, I'll sit down and 
do a bunch of research, but my life is not consumed with 
it. It's a subject matter that I'm interested in so | keep 
going back to it. 

So, why are people so interested in it? 

The only reason | can figure is they don't understand it. 
You know how people are that way. 

They don’t understand death, or murderers? 
People are fascinated with it because they can’t fathom 
that those kind of things happen, you know. When we 
first did the murderer set we released it pretty much as 


an underground thing and they were distributed through 
an underground distributor (Last Gasp). Then the media 
got a hold of it, Entertainment Tonight, Geraldo, and all 
these idiots. It got thrown out into the mainstream and 
it's kind of become a mainstream thing now —everybody . 
buys them. We actually get cops coming over to my house 
to buy them. | got broken into once and a couple of cops 
saw them there. After that | had cops coming over to my 
house all the time, which is really strange. 

So you sold directly to cops. 

Especially homicide cops because, if you think about it, 
you've got forty case studies there. Each card is like a 
mini case study. 

What are your favorite books on murderers? 
One of the best ones that covers all areas of the subject 
is called Blood Letters and Bad Men. It was out of print 
but | just found a copy in a bookstore the other day — it's 
the size of a phone book now. The Colin Wilson books 
are really good. He does a lot of great studies like The 
Criminal History of Mankind. It follows criminal history 
from the beginning of time: When assasinations became 
atrend, where cannibalism originated, the occult. ... Ann 
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Answer this question right | 
and you just might win a shitload 
of cool stuff from DGC Records. 


Which DGC band released a full-length documentary of their 1991 European tour that was 
shown in art theaters throughout the U.S. before becoming available on home video? 


A) The Posies B) Teenage Fanclub C) Sonic Youth 


/ 


One grand prize winner will receive a CD or cassette Copy 
of the DGC Rarities Vol. 1 album which features demos, out- 
takes, B-sides and European singles from such artists as 
Teenage Fanclub, Nirvana, Weezer, Cell, Hole, Beck, 
Sonic Youth, that dog., Counting Crows, The Posies, Sloan, 
St. Johnny, Murray Attaway and The Sundays, plus, the 
latest album from each of the 14 artists featured on it. If you 
don't win the grand prize, you could still be one of twenty 
second prize winners who'll receive the Rarities album. 


To be eligible to win, send a postcard with your name, address, phone number and the correct answer to Geffen 
Records, 9130 Sunset Blvd, Los Angeles, CA 90069, Attn: Rob Is Dead. All entries must be received by August 3l, 1994. 
Sponsor not responsíble for illegible entries. 

This contest is open to all residents of the United States except employees of Ben Is Dead , DGC Records, Geffen Records, MCA Records, UNI 
Distribution, amd their affiliates and families. By entering the contest, the entrant accepts and agrees to be bound by these rules and decisions of 
the judges, whose decisions shall be final in all respects. Contest is subject to federal, state and local regulations and is void where prohibited 
or taxed. 


The contest winner will be determined by a random drawing of all the entries and notified by September 2, 1994. The prize is guaranteed to 
be awarded. Odds of winning depend on number of entries received. 


One (l) grand prize: The DGC Rarities Vol.] album, plus the latest album from each of the 14 artists featured on it (CD or cassette). 
Twenty (20) second prizes: The DGC Rarities Vol. 1 album (CD or cassette). 


©1994 Geffen Records Inc 





Rule is another great true crime writer. She wrote Stranger 
Beside Me — that book about Ted Bundy. | believe she 
was his girlfriend for a while. Since then she's gone on 
to write some other good books on murderers. Actually, 
the Time/Life series on murder is a great set. There's one 
on mass murder, serial killers, compulsion to kill — amaz- 
ing visuals. Have you read any of this stuff? 

A little. 

It's addicting... If you go to almost any book store there's 
literally hundreds of books on the subject matter. That's 
one thing | found really peculiar, was when everybody 
got really pissed that we did this in card form. Politi- 
cians and religious people really got down on it — that, 
of course, is why the cards got so much attention in the 
media. It's okay for district attorneys or judges to write 
books and show pictures of hacked-up bodies and they 
don't get any heat at all, you know. As soon as we touched 
it, and artistically, we get slaughtered. It was actually kind 
of fun. | thought the media backed us pretty well, be- 
cause they don't want any kind of censorship either. 
Who is your favorite murderer? 

| keep leaning towards Richard Chase. He was called 
"The Vampire of Sacramento.” He kind of flipped out and 
thought he had to have blood to survive. So he would 
get free animals out of the newspaper and drain their 
blood and drink it. He painted the inside of his apart- 
ment in blood, so his entire apartment was coated in a 
layer of blood. One day he just kind of snapped, he 
thought he had bones coming out of his head, so he 
shaved his head and flipped. He bought a gun and just 
Started going into houses randomly and blasting people. 
Then people would come to see what happened and he'd 
shoot them too. One day, his neighbors were fighting or 
something, and the cops accidentally came to his house 
instead. They were pounding on his door and when he 
came out he had a box in his hand and he threw it at the 
Cops and it was filled with baby heads and stuff. So he 
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was a real tweak. He died in the nut house. He saved up 
his medication and OD'd. He's one of these guys you 
can't really put into any category. 

And you did a card on him? 

Yeah. Actually, | use him all the time. | used him in the 
original Murderers and in the Cannibal Set because he 
ate people. This was pretty recent as far as history goes. 
It was in the '70s and somewhat local, but nobody really 
knows about him. He was far more vicious than the Night 
Stalker or Manson. | don't know why he didn’t get any 
press — Manson was during that era too and look at the 
press he got. | think that was more manipulation of 
Bugliosi 'cause he was writing books and stuff. There's a 
lot of guys you never hear about that are pretty vicious. | 
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"ED GEIN: PROBABLY THE MOST POPULAR OF THE PEOPLE 
EATERS. MANY FILMS BASED ON HIS LIFE SUCH AS PSYCHO, 
TEXAS CHAINSAW MASSACRE, ETC." ARTWORK: ROB ZOMBIE 


try to put those guys in the sets. The Cannibal Set was 
pretty fun because we covered all different aspects. We 
went from survival cannibalism, people who had to eat 
each other out of starvation, through other murderers, 
and different bizarre incidents with natives and things 
like that. 

What made you decide on cannibals? 

It was something | wanted to do for a long time. It was a 
concept | had when we did the murderers, but | decided 
to go with that first and the cannibals 
have been in the back of my mind ever 
since. 

You've done a lot of research on 
ancient beliefs of cannibalism? 
Nota whole lot; enough to understand 
why they did it. A lot of it was ritualis- 
tic and for religious reasons. Until the 
missionaries came into the jungle and 
Started switching people over to 
Christian beliefs, it was kind of a ritual 
ceremony thing. The cards kind of go 
through different aspects of different 
tribes all over the world. A lot of na- 
tives would practice some of the same 
things. During their wars, they'd kill 
their enemies and eat their livers. Do 
you remember Jeramiah Johnson? 
They did a movie about him in the 
"TOs, | think Robert Redford played 
him. They didn't mention any of this in the film, but his 
Teal name was John Johnson. The Crow Indians killed 
his wife, so he started killing Crows. And each time he 
would eat their liver, which was a Crow tradition. Kill 
your enemy and eat their liver and supposedly take on 
their spirit. The more livers you eat, the more gnarly of a 
warrior you become. That's real typical of some of the 
tribes in New Guinea, and some in the Pacific Islands 
practice similar types of things. During war they'll ill 
their enemies and eat their brains or heart. 

Would you ever eat... 

Human food? 

Uh huh. 

If it was legal | might try it just to say I've done it. Actu- 


ally, | had that discussion with my friend Dim Wit. He 
eats all this obnoxious food, and we were sitting there 
eating and he said, "I'd eat people if | could, if | could try 
it” | imagine if you could do it without having to kill 
somebody. | guess I'll try anything once. Would you? 
If | was hungry enough. 

Yeah, | think maybe in the starvation situation. | don't 
think I'd kill anybody to do it. Maybe in the situation if 
somebody was already dead and you had to survive, 
Oh yeah, ! wouldn't have any problem. | would 
eat anything to survive, if | was going to die. 
It's kind of weird with the cannibalism thing, people just 
got eliminated from the food chain. 

Right. 

So maybe it's time to eat some of them — I think there's 
an over-abundance anyway. | kind of have a cool theory 
about the prisons that involves cannibalism. A great de- 
terrent | think, if someone's sentenced to first degree 
murderer and they're gonna get life, or the death sen- 
tence — serve his body to the rest of the prisoners. 
Wouldn't that be a deterrent — if you had to eat people? 
Who knows if that's not what they're getting 
fed now anyway. I’m sure they're eating scarier 
things than human beings. 

Yeah, that's true. It would be weird then, if after they got 
out of jail and they kept wanting to eat it 

That could possibly be a problem. There could 
be certain things in human flesh that could be- 
come a craving or something. 

Yeah, like a dog that kills its first rabbit. 





"OTTIS TOOLE: REALLY DUMB, CROSSDRESSIN, PYRO MUR- 
DERER, HUNG OUT WITH HENRY LEE LUCAS, SEZ HE ATE 
FOLKS IN MEXICO." ARTWORK: B. OTIS LINK. 


So, that might not be a good idea unless they 
were on death row. 
(laughing) Nevermind. 


You can find Otis Link and friends at a moral, life-af- 
firming store near you. Look for a new line of cards 
including: Hershel Gordan Lewis, Coffin Joe, Cult Mov- 
ies, and of course the Cannibal Postcard Set (limited 
editions signed in blood). Also t-shirts, comic books... 
and a new “children” ABC murder book (out soon on 
Glen Danzig’s Verotica Press) with a murderer for ev- 
ery letter of the alphabet. Yeah! Write them directly at 
Something Weird, PO Box 33664, Seattle, WA, 98133. 


= 


For Heaven's sake catch me before 1 kill more. I cannot control myself. -William Heirens (scribbled on wall with the victim's lipstick) 
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The Charm of the Highway Strip 
mrg 055 cd / cassette 


breadwinner 


The Burner 
mrg 052 cd ep / cassette 


out now on Merge...write for catalogue of new 7" singles...... 


MERG 


RECORDS 
P.O. Box 1235 Chapel Hill, NC 27514 


CAPLETOL 
PUNISHIIMENI 


'Messiah Complex' 
A new domestic full 
length release from one 
of the oldest HC bands 
still around. This new al 
bum was recorded at 
West Beach Recorders 
(Bad Religion. NOFX) 
featuring original HC with 
sixties and Punk influ 
ences. Very politically 
and socially involved 
lyrics with mainly Jimmy 
(X-Hell's Kitchen) on vo 
cals. This fucking rocks! 
CD/Itd. colored wax 


MURPIIY'S 
LAW 


‘Good For Now' 
NY City's "cult" HC-band 
is back with four brand 
new songs and a new 
recording of the classic 
"Crucial BBQ". Back to 
the roots powerful. ener 
getic. in-your face HC 

Punk-Rock that makes you 
wish this would be a full 
ТООК О КАИ. 
Murphy's Law party! New 
2" (4 songs -? some Itd 
colored vinyl available on 
mailorder) and CD-single 
ИТИИ 


MURPHY'S LAW Itd. colored wax 7" S 5.00 p.p.d. (Candada & Mexico add S 1.00 & Overseas add S 2.00) from Rotz Records Mailorder 


RICHIES 


Рим 


RICHIES 
"SPRING SURPRISE" 
a ee УЗЕТИ S 


For full mailorder catalogue send 4 loose 1st class stamps (world 4 IRCs) to: 


TWO-BIT THIEF CRAWLPAPPY 
"GANGSTER REBEL BOP" 


Blue Collar Rock 'N' Roll 


VARIOUS ARTISTS 
"THE COLLECTION" 


A great Punk. HC. Metal comp Henry Rollins meets Helmet 


Rotz Records Mailorder 17 N. Elizabeth St. 


SLAPSHOT 


SLAPSHOT 
“BLAST FURNACE™ 
Blasting 'n' heavy Boston HC 


Chicago, IL 07-1911 





ЧЕЛ/АО П? 7НЕ 
1145960985 


Featuring "Getit Together," "Sabotage" and “Sure Shot" 


Produced by Beastie Boys & 


1994 Capitol Records Inc. Mario Caldato, Jr. 





| stoy. 
nd, who was stoned, 
led. He kept giggling. In fact, 
sould say that he was giggling 
Шау. : 

"Its just so fucking funny. 
begged to differ. | was drunk. 
Hacking up your wife and daughter 
ith an ax and then burning their house 
down really isnt funny. It is many 
ings: horrific, tragic, inhuman, incom- 
prehensible.... But even, or especially, if 
you knew this person and perhaps had 
` joked that this was the kind of person who 

would one day walk into some populated 
public place with a big scary weapon of mass 
destruction and wreak havoc, this does not 
_ strike me as amusing. 
He kept giggling. 
| yelled. | screamed. | cried. (Of course there 
was an audience. They were dumbfounded at my 
unusually hysterical behavior.) 
.. dn wild desperation {looked about for some way 
to stop that noise. How could this boy, this usually 
decent, loving, 
polite, responsible 
| boy, react to 
| unspeakable 
tragedy in such a 
cruel and heartless 
manner? 
Then | knew. | 
ripped the paper 
skeleton off the 
wall, | threw the rubber shrunken heads with dis- 
tended eyeballs and fake blood across the room. | 
went to the bookshelf. In a drunken rage | realized 
that these symbolized...no they compelled this 
cruel insensitivity. They must be destroyed! 

Looks of horror crossed their faces, those inno- 
cent onlookers, as | staggered down the hall, arms 
loaded with red and black printed books. The gig- 
gling stopped immediately. *What are you doing?" 
There was fear and a note of anger in his voice. 
| tried to make them understand. These books 
were evil, pure and unadulterated. Calmly, the most 
unspeakable aspects of human depravity were 
described therein. It was necessary for me to throw 
them away. Of course, no one else agreed. In my 
arms was a treasured collection of anthologies and 
` encyclopedias, gathered over years and carefully 
preserved. The path to the door Was blocked. | 
would never make it to the garbage can. | was 
growing frantic. | had to convince them. Then it hap- 
pened. 

















































































































































“| started ripping them up. | only ripped the 
spines, and only on two of them. | think one was the 
Who's Who of Murder, and perhaps the other was 
the Encyclopedia of True Crime. They were shocked. 
in fact, looking back, my little act of destruction 
probably caused much more distress than the ax 
murder itself. For days | was told, with a shake of the 
head and a note of disbelief, that | was crazy. My 
friends still look at me nervously when the scene is 
recalled. 

~ That is all. | did manage to prove, at least to 
myself, that they were not completely insensitive to 
violence. When faced directly, it horrified them. If | 
‘had started hacking up the furniture, ог them, there 
| would have been no giggling, not even a snicker. 
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1 saw women dancing around the Golden Calf and I knew 


Murders: Fun” 


— Presents — 
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True Crime is cool. How many people do you know who collect the By S. Bartron 
associated literature, trading cards, and accouterments? Pictures of the 

La Bianca House? John Wayne Gacy paint-by-number clown paintings? Maybe a few trashy 
biographies, Henry Lee Lucas as a starter. At least a copy of Murderers’ Who's Who, for reference pur- 
poses. And then there’s the spin-offs, into conspiracy theories and cults and Magik and drugs. But it is 
hard-core crime, murder, and serial murder especially, that make these things sexy. How boring is a con- 
spiracy if no one is assassinated? Sure Whitewater is getting a lot of media coverage, but if there were 
some real skeletons in that real-estate closet, then people would care. And, really, Satanism seems pretty 
boring (why not just be a libertarian?) without a few ritualistic deaths. 

Death is one of the last taboos. Like sex, it has easy shock value. Mom may chuckle at that Playboy 
under the bed, but the copy of Murder Can Be Fun is sure to win you a trip to the therapist, or at least a 
serious talking-to. And itis an easy way to win the approval of hip strangers. A bookshelf with the appro- 
priate True Crime collection can make even an adjacent Complete Beatrix Potter look hip. Of course one 
wears the right (used) clothes and listens to relatively obscure (pick a genre) music, but the right book- 
shelf separates the hipster from the truly hip. 

Why is this so? Granted, the American obsession with serial murderers and violence in general is 
one of the quirkier obsessions of mainstream culture. But is it just Crime as Kitsch? (Fortunately for you 
I've lent out my Clement Greenberg, so I will not begin a lengthy exploration of this. Besides, I know you're 
hung-over and sitting in a Laundromat and you really can't handle it just now.) Or is there some deeper 


pathological association? Is True Crime an outlet for social angst and deviance? Are its aficionados truly 


“psycho” themselves? 

No. It is really much more simple. Like that initial urge to dye your hair green or tattoo your fore- 
lead, True Crime is just another way to shock your more normal friends/ relatives / business associates. 
In our massive, consuming culture it is just another formulaic attempt at individuality and being dif- 
ferent. Of course there are those, as with people donning green hair, that find a unique beauty in their 
new habit and quickly it becomes a defining aspect of their character. They soon become completely 
desensitized to the innate horror involved, and become engrossed, like the Trekky, in collecting obscure 
information and objects. The amazing thing is that, despite the complete desensitization, no real effect on 
moral character occurs. Nice people remain nice and assholes, assholes. 

The freaks I know who actually own enough of the paraphernalia to frighten/impress unsuspecting 
y aren't that different from the other freaks I know. I am sure they are out there — those Ted 
Bundy's just looking for validation (and ideas). But for the majority of collectors it seems to be more in 
line with the kitsch thing. I would not say it is a healthy outlet for collecting impulses. But is it any worse 
than collecting trolls? Personally, I find it boring. If you want to spend your time memorizing inane trivia 


and reading insipid, pedantic prose, well then, go crazy tiger. 
they were a fickle lot. I knew I would have to kill. -Heinrich Pommerencke BEN IS 33 
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! COMICS! 


REVIEWS BY MICHELLE ANDERSEN 





You go to the "comic book" store to buy comics right? But 
when you walk out of there with Death, Death Rattle, or 
maybe Violent Cases, are you getting anything comical? 
Perhaps, but there's so much more involved, why do we 
Still call them "comics?" 

Sometimes under the title of "adult comics," or even 
“graphic novels,” comics have reached a wide acceptance 
and popularity among adults. Not just children’s funnies 
anymore, especially since the '60s underground comics 
movement, these books have reached the point of being 
Considered an artistic and literary medium. Now proudly 
shown in art galleries around the world, these artists are 
known not only for the depth of emotion portrayed in just 
a few panels, but for the aesthetic 
quality of the work they produce. The 
following comics are some of the 
deepest and the darkest... 


GRITBATH #1 

by Renee French 

My sister is seven and she really likes 
to look through my comics to find 
ones with good pictures. Fortunately, 
she can't understand much of their 
content. However, in this case, ! had to 
censor it. While it looked cute to her, 
the subject matter was a little... well. 

When discussing women comic 
artists, a friend recommended Renee 
French as a prime example of a wom- 
an's power to totally gross you out as 
well as any man. | finally got to read 
Gritbath and he was right! It is com- 
pletely unnerving. She achieves this uneasy state by drawing 
very normal, if not slightly retarded characters and putting 
them in extremely bizarre situations. She seems obsessed 
with showing a dark side to cute. In one short story, a man 
beating off in a lavatory insists on getting the time from a 
peeing man in a bunny suit. Just as he comes, the man in the 
bunny suit announces that it's two o' clock. 

My favorite story is in a piece about a family called 
"Silk Town" where all sorts of sick things happen as a normal 
part of their day. The dad goes down into the basement with 
his brother-in-law and they get caught fondling each other's 
penises by the son who then gets bit by his rabid pet rac- 
coon. In the meantime, two women are upstairs suggestively 
eating chocolate eclairs while one confronts the other about 
her lust for the son. She explains, "I just want to lick his 
teeth.” And this is only the first part... 

Another favorite is the story of a small group of girls, 
age four to eleven, who belong to a secret club. The most 
Memorable character is Carol Anne, the haireater, who 
always has a piece of about-to-be-swallowed hair hanging 
out of her mouth. Everyone contemplates the fate of Carol 
Anne's hairball in her stomach until the leader of the club, as 
part of the secret meeting, makes Carol Anne insert her whole 
fist into the gang-leader's vagina. Everyone applauds, while 
dim-witted Carol Anne almost faints. Then they go get candy. 
It's pretty sick but it says something about the dark side of 
childhood that many of us choose to forget. 

What goes on in Renee French's mind? | don't know, 
but she must have this closet full of strange, mutant little 
muses to inspire her. (Fantagraphics, 7563 Lake City Way 
NE, Seattle, WA 98115.) 
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FAUST 
by David Quinn and Tim Vigil 
Let me preface this by saying | didn't want to even touch on 
Faust. Faust has such a strong and loyal fan base that alien- 
ating a number of people will probably be unavoidable, but | 
just can't figure out its widespread appeal 

Not coming in from the beginning, | gather that this is 
a story of a man in an experiment gone awry. Somewhere 
along the way, the man becomes a murderous demon. He is 
plagued by his guilt-ridden conscience and his need to kill, 
along with his love for a woman doctor. He is struggling to 
come to terms with some self-realization, something. All | 
know is that he and the doctor are constantly being chased 
and seem to co-exist on some other plane. 
Meanwhile, his evil creator is trying to 
gain control of him through ritualistic 
violence. 

| admit | may have preconceptions 
because if Faust is known for anything, 
it's violence, sex, and death. Obligatory 
bloodshed and gore; which gets old after 
a few rounds. The supportive letters-to- 
the-artists (reprinted to validate their 
work?) complained that they were not 
masogynists and that Faust was art — 
though | didn't find the evidence con- 
vincing enough. They even reprinted a 
rather poetic review of the comic in the 
front cover of Act 5 which actually 
describes Faust as “a story of freedom 
апа the American way of life.” | wish it 
had touched me in that way. 

If you're 
a fan of Faust, you should at least 
be commended for reaching 
beyond the norm. Its unrelentless 
attack on “atrocities” is simply 
unappealing to me. (So now you 
can run out and buy it!) (Rebel 
Studios, 4716 Judy Court, 
Sacramento, CA 95841) 


BLOOD & KISSES 
by Leif Jones 
| love going into a comic book 
store and asking the “ever-so- 
knowledgeable-clerk-who-prob- 
ably-doesn't-want-a-real-job- 
cause-he/she-is-an-artist/musi- 
cian" what comics they'd recom- 
mend. Requesting something of the 
doom and gloom the friendly clerk provided me with Blood 
& Kisses. | immediately flipped through the two issues (I 
think it's a limited series.) Though | thought it looked preten- 
tious, | liked the cover art so | bought them. After reading 
Blood & Kisses, | normally would have dismissed it as over- 
dramatic due to its tale of a wannabe vampire seeking 
immortality, but Leif is such a great artist and writer that he 
actually gets away with these oft-recurring themes of blood, 
Sex and death and their symbolic hyperbole. 

Leif is at his best when he stays in the abstract realm., 
For example, when you are trying to figure out the two main 
characters' connection by the intricately woven prose, which 
rises above goth-teen-angst poetry by thankfully avoiding 











the clichés. | was most impressed with the artwork which was 
beautiful and ornate — where one might have been tempted to 
create something ugly and grisly (see Faust). | can't quite put 
my finger on the style but at times it reminds me of a '20s 
deco piece. This was a pleasant surprise. (FantaCo 
Entertainment, 21 Central Ave, Albany, NY 12210) 


NO HOPE 
by Jeff Levine 
Sometimes, the most simple of concepts are the best. The 
storyline here is linear, mundane, and lovable, It's probably 
even happened to you at some point. John resolves to find a 
job but ends up sitting at a friend’s house all day getting 
stoned. Sound familiar? Then he goes to a party and kisses 
a girl who barfs in his face. In another story, three guys pool 
their pennies to get drunk. They can only afford Lucky Lager 
and then get in a fist fight over which Replacements record to. 
play. It's so realistic, simplistic — it's brilliant, John 
is some loser you know. As a matter of fact, I think 
| made out with him at a party the other night. 
(Slave Labor Graphics, 979 S. Bascom Ave, San 
Jose, CA 95128) 


DETROIT! MURDER CITY COMICS 

by Kent Myers and Rich Metcalf. 

After reading the third issue of this self-published 
comic, | was surprised that it hadn't yet been 
picked up by a larger publisher. It- has all the ele- 
ments of a successful run: good art, good stories, 
and goofy fun. And on top of that, automotive 
interest, sports teams and extreme racial tension. 
Great snippets (of all classes) of Detroit gun-toting 
citizens. “Did you ever stop to think where those 
airborne shells and bullets go? They go to heaven 
and the ammo fairy collects them and she sells them 
back to the likka store." 

Maybe the reason D/MCC works so well is because the 
style and grit-like substance will stick to your bathtub, coat 
your skin and make you feel like you've really been to Detroit 
— without having to actually go there (worth the cover price 
alone.) (DIMCC, 1684 Fulton St, San Francisco, CA 94117) 


ALSO RECOMMENDED: Hyena Comics compilations on Tundra. Very twisted, 
The Book of Jim by Jim Woodring on Fantagraphics. | wouldnt be his psychoan- 
alyst either. Good Taste Gone Bad, The ‘Art’ of Mitch O'Connell, Obsessed with 
bad pop culture. Murder Can Be Fun, John Marr. Current issue: A lot of good sto- 
ries about murderous Mormons. Milk and Cheese by Evan Dorkin on Slave Labor 
Graphics. They go bad. Destroy All Comics by Jeff Levine. An interesting dialogue ~ 
between comic artists (couched in reviews and interviews.) Leve Ta Jambe Mon 
Poisson Est Mort! (Lift Your Leg My Fish Is Dead!) by Julie Doucet on Drawn and 
Quarterly. I want to hang with her. This is early stuft = a must-have. 


Q: What's the last thing to go through a mosquitoes mind before he hits your windshield? A: His asshole. 
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ALTERNATIVE TENTACLES RECORDS 


PUNK 15 D 


The much loved musical genre Punk rock died ге- 
cently at the age of 19, it’s publicist reports. The cause of 
death was not immediately revealed, however many specu- 
late that it was due to exhaustion, what with the pressures 
of being Punk. 

Punk started as a form of music where mostly young 
people could express themselves freely without fear of the 
consequences. Many people remember Punk as a platform for 
varied political and social issues. Recently, however, Punk 
tended to be exploited for monetary reasons and it’s banner 
stretched to cover bands that were more commercially ori- 
ented. 

Some saw the death of Punk coming when it turned into 
a fashion statement. Others say that the dawning of the video 
age did not sit well with Punk. Whatever the cause, Punk will 
be missed by many and fondly remembered. 

Punk is survived by Grunge, Hip-Hop, Industrial, Death 
Metal, and the Ramones. Services will be held at an all ages " 
venue with a low ticket price. X-Generation youngster mourns the death of Punk at private ceremony 

































But We’re Still Alive And K 
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LOS GUSANOS ALICE DONUT BRUJERIA VICTIMS FAMILY 
I'd Love To Save The World Dry Humping The Cash Cow El Patron Headache Remedy 
Second single from RAMONES? bassist C's side project Recorded live at CBB, and drawing on material from all Mexico's most wanted, ughest, and noisiest grindcore unit 15 new erample of this Petaluma trio's unique brand of 
band. Classic rocker from this NYC quartet, 2 song 7” and of their previous studio albums, it captures NYC's finest in returns to AT. for this one-off homage to late Colombian groove-thrash-bad acid-punk-noise-metal-samba. stylings. 
4 song CD single. Native American Indian benefit single. their legendary live setting. Kiss, Frampton, step aside! drug lord Pablo Escobar, and LA's Menendez brothers Musically diverse, lyrically ironic. To be taken daily. 

7” + CD Single VIRUS 144 LP (Double) + CS + CD VIRUS 143 7T" VIRUS 142 1Р + С5 + СО VIRUS 138 
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JELLO BIAFRA and MOJO NIXON ZENI GEVA NEUROSIS CHILL E. 

Prairie Home Invasion Desire For Agony Enemy Of The Sun Born Suspicious 

Not since Dylan went electric! The mutant alleged country Japan's finest noise-core outfit with their debut AT. release. 8 new soundtracks to the apocalypse as presented in Super Rap on ATL? It's true. Continuing to take musical chances 
album is here! A bold mix of creative originals and Recorded by long-time fan, Steve Albini, its not for the Noise-D-Rama stereoscopic sound! Bay area locals retum and avoid stereotypes, we're proud to ofer the inteligent, 
remarkably faithful renditions of long lost genre classics. weak of faith or stomach. with their latest serving. positive message of this local rapper. Fonky fo 9 fo! 
LP*CS*CD VIRUS 137 AP*CS*CD VIRUS 135 LP+CS*CD VIRUS 134 I2" EP* CS EP* CD EP. VIRUS 124 
MAILORDER INFORMATION: Upcoming Releases: Hay - Debut 7” from the mighty-yet-mysterious KEPONE. 2 songs that drive un- 
1": $3.50 i1" EP/G EP: $6.50 LP/CS: $7.50 Double LP: 59.00 (0 Single: $7.00 (0 EP: $10.00 (0: $12.00 checked through the confines of your litle mind, Jone - ALICE DONUT s "Video Monstrosity” video collection 
Prices are postage paid within the U.S. only and ar per item. Send 50¢ for our complete catalog, $1.00 for Canada/overseas. Thats right, all those disgusting videos MTV refused to play can be yours on one cassette tape! Also for June, a` 
California state residents add 8.5% state sales tax to order total. Alternative Tentacles is distributed by MORDAM RECORDS, re-released re-mastering of NEUROSIS’ debut “Pain OF Mind” album, long since unavailable. Stay tuned. 
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Death being a subject that one can really only speculate on at best, I 
decided to talk to two people who I consider to be among the most 
intelligent living philosophers around today. Surely they would pro- 
vide us with some insight into the mysteries that await us afterlife... if 
indeed there is an afterlife at all. 

Robert Anton Wilson, co-author of the legendary Illuminatus! 
Trilogy along with Robert Shea has written extensively on everything 
from physics as they apply to relativity (Schrodinger’s Cat Trilogy); the 
use of psychedelics during love making to perpetuate mystical experi- 
ences (Sex and Drugs); the dogmatic and sometimes religious restric- 
tions of the scientific community (The New Inquisition); and, of course, 
numerous volumes on a certain secret society that may or may not be 
pulling the strings in the great puppet show of history. From U.EO.s to 
quantum psychology, Wilson seems to have covered it all. If you haven't 
read any of his books, get over to your local bookstore and pick some 
of them up. They are mind fuck literature at its finest! 

Doctor Timothy Leary, famous to many as being the man who 
told the world to “Turn on, tune in and drop out” during the sixties by 
experimenting with various consciousness expanding chemicals, is still 
extremely active in the area of rapid brain change and altered states of 
awareness. His attention has been on the Digital Revolution of the Nine- 
ties for the last decade, and the amazing amounts of potential that await 
each of us in the years to come as technology enables us to better create, 
form, and manipulate our own realities by learning how to operate our 
own brains and navigate within the all-encompassing chaos of our ex- 
istence. He has not changed his views on psychedelics, which he still 
sees as invaluable tools for personal enlightenment, but no one can 
accuse Doctor Leary of living in the past. He is consistently looking 
forward and embracing the changes within the world with an optimis- 
tic and influential voice. His classic books The Politics of Ecstasy and 
The Psychedelic Experience, along with his fascinating biography Fi lash- 
backs, all the way up to his newest video work How To Operate Your 
Brain with the amazing trance-inducing effects of Retinalogic, provide 
us with a body of work so vast and brilliant it is no surprise he has 
gained the esteem he now holds among so many. 







THE DEATH INTERVIEWS: 
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ROBERT ANTON WILSON 
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church. From that point on Western civilization 


Note: I conducted each of these interviews sepa- 
rately and asked the same questions during 
each session. 


BEN: The only thing we are fairly certain of is 
that death is a change. Do you think it is a 
change into Nothingness or a change into 
something else? 

TIMOTHY LEARY: Nothingness or some- 
thing else? (Laughs) I think the way you ap- 
proach and navigate your own death or de-ani- 
mation is the most important thing you have to 
do in life. I'm delighted that this issue is becom- 
ing public. It’s of interest to me because I’m 73; 
and living in the 20th Century as I have, I sud- 
denly find myself, in my senility, right on the 
frontier of what’s become a new public issue in- 
volving individual choice as opposed to state 
and religious control. One of my students at 
Harvard, Ralph Von Ekarthburg, died about six 
months ago. He wrote essays about dying which 
moved me deeply. One of the points he was 
making, and I certainly agree with it, is that im- 
mortality is, in a sense, leaving some living as- 
pects of yourself that are replicated from gen- 
eration to generation. For example, the funeral 
is a time when people come to re-animate the 
corpse...in the extent that: See here I am talking 
about this person now...He lives and is being re- 


Imagery by Howard Hollis 


corded into this electrical appliance. Ralph Von 
Ekarthburg made that obvious point. That's not 
Nothingness. That's something else. 

ROBERT ANTON WILSON: Well, my an- 
swer to that is like what a Zen Master I heard 
about from Wavy Gravy once said. Somebody 
asked the Zen Master, "What happens after 
death?" He said, “I don’t know.” And they said, 
“But you're a Zen Master!” He said, “Yes, but 
I'm nota dead Zen Master!” Confucius hasa simi- 
lar remark in which he says, “First we should 
try to understand the living before we try to un- 
derstand the dead.” I’m working on trying to 
understand the living. 


Do you feel that other cultures prepare their 
societies for death better than Western cultures 
do? That certain cultures such as the Tibetans 
or Egyptians, for example, promote a more 
positive outlook on death by bringing it out 
into the open more and not establishing such 
a fear of the unknown? 

RAW: I distrust cross-cultural comparisons. 
I think every culture has certain virtues and cer- 
tain defects. Our culture is not unanimous. We 
have what the historian Crane Brinton called 
“Multanimity.” We have evolved into this from 
the time the Papacy started breaking down when 
Luther hung his 95 Theses on the door of the 


has been breaking more and more into 
Multanimity rather than Unanimity. We have 
lots of people who are Humanists, Secularists, 
etc. We have a lot of people who are still loyal 
Catholics, 150 different kinds of Protestants and 
we've got an increasing Buddhist population in 
this country. There are more Buddhists than 
Jews! This rather surprised me. Everybody says 
Catholic-Protestant-Jew are the three major re- 
ligions, but it’s not true anymore. Catholic-Prot- 
estant-Buddhist are the top three, and Agnostic 
is coming in fourth place. I'm delighted that I 
got into 4th place! The Jews are 5th. With this 
kind of Multanimity, I don’t see what you can 
say about our attitude towards death. Who's our 
in that question? Define our. The Salvation Army 
refers to death as promotion to glory, and I think 
that’s the basic Western attitude, except of course 
for those that are afraid of hell...and the tiny mi- 
nority who feel we enter oblivion, and the Bud- 
dhist minority who feel we enter joyous 
oblivion. 

TL: I think other cultures prepare their so- 
cieties for death better than Western culture 
does. It’s because monotheistic religions like Ju- 
daism, Christianity and Islam are religions of 
control, domination and totalitarianism. So natu- 
rally they are going to train us to think that if 
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someone is severely injured, you call the ambulance, and if the person is 
Catholic, you call the priest. They come like black vultures circling around 
the corpse. To make sure that the Catholic church controls the concep- 
tion, they control choice... abortion... and they fanatically control dying... 
Prolonged death. Sacrament. 


In what way do you feel that death is related to enlightenment? 

TL: I have written about this for 25 years. It's cliché to repeat the 
ancient perception that people who have a near death experience report 
that their life flashed through their consciousness and as they came close 
to this bright light... they entered the tunnel and sensed nota tragedy, but 
a sense of triumph. This is interesting because these are people who would 
interpret neurologically the body sending signals to the brain saying: “Hey, 
we're turning off here! We're dying!" At that moment, like a computer, 
your dying program clicks up. At that moment you're out of your mind. 
You're out of your body, and your brain is delighted! Because your body's 
been such a drag all these years... shitting and feeding and all that. What 
that means is just as people say during a psychedelic experience, you re- 
live billions of years of evolution, with mystic experience it's the same 
thing. It seems obvious that many people, when their bodies are signal- 
ing their brains to fall over, have a full blown classic mystical experience. 
You have a hundred billion neurons saying VROOM! Suddenly you've 
gotall this stuff going on in your brain that would confuse you if you had 
to drive cars or get toilet paper to wipe your ass. That's one of the obvi- 
ous things about any experience that knocks out the mind and the word- 
processing system to get Timelessness. The Tibetan Book Of The Dead was 
the first insight I had into this which we re-did in 1964-1965. This book 
tells you the stages of de-animation. 

RAW: There is some kind of similarity. I think every kind of extreme 
expanded consciousness, or degrees of expanded consciousness, partakes 
a lot of what people who have had near death experiences describe. The 
film Fearless (with Jeff Bridges) is a fascinating study of someone who has 
been through a near death experience. It leaves Jeff Bridges’ character ina 
state that is very similar to that of the advanced mystics, only not quite, 
because he wasn’t in the mystical context of a lot of training. So he’s got 
his own weird slant on it, which is what happens to a lot of people who 
get shoved into those altered states unexpectedly and have to figure out 
for themselves what it means. I think being threatened by death is a re- 
ally horrible learning experience. Dr. Johnson said that “...Being sentenced 
to death centers your mind like no other experience.” 


Do you feel that there is a relation between death and orgasm? 

RAW: Obviously, The Elizabethan’s - Shakespeare, John Donne - а 
lot of them use death as a metaphor for orgasm. Orgasm was called “Little 
Death.” Yes, there really is a similarity between near death experiences, 
orgasm and drugs like LSD. They all knock you out of your usual ego 
into non-ego states of awareness. 

TL: What do you mean by orgasm? If your talking about the climax 
of sexual experience, then the orgasm is a brief period of convulsive mind- 
lessness which causes great pleasure. There are many kinds of orgasms. 
Basically it’s a neurological state which can knock your mind out. You’re 
out of your mind with sexual pleasure. The plumbing involved with or- 
gasm is a wonderful thing. The great thing about the orgasm is that (ide- 
ally) it involves two or more people. If you're lying in a bed dying or if 
you're in the Himalayas having a religious experience, you're usually 
alone. The great thing about the orgasm is that it’s a lovable and wonder- 
ful thing to do with somebody else. A basic of all quantum physics and 
Socratic philosophy is: Do it with a friend! There's nothing as sad as some- 
one having an orgasm by themselves! Whether it is mental or neurologi- 
cal... do it with a friend! Arthur Kessler, a Hungarian writer who was in 
Nazi prisons and Stalin's prisons, he wrote a great deal about evolution 
and about self-deliverance and he and his wife died at the same time in 
each other's arms. They left a note to the maid on the door saying: "Don't 
bother coming up," as they were planning their suicide. 


Do you feel that the Judeo-Christian ideas of "Redemption" and "Sal- 
vation" might be attributed to the individuals' ability to let go of Ego 
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without fear at the moment between life and death? If not, what are 
your opinions on these concepts? Is there a Heaven and Hell? 

TL: Oh, that's an impossible non-issue there! It's all babble words 
anyway! Number one, when you say Judeo-Christian you should say 
Judeo-Christian-Islamic, because those are the three monotheist religions, 
and they both stem from Judaism. It's not considered correct in America 
to say "Jewish-Christian-Islamic" because you're granting to the Arabs a 
plot to have a religion of their own with different code numbers. Even 
though throughout most of Christianity they've been very anti-Semitic, 
Judeo-Christian is still considered a “politically correct” statement. All 
three of these religions say you must totally submit to the One God. The 
very word Islam means submission. The word monotheism means totali- 
tarianism: God and the priests control every aspect of your life; concep- 
tion, pregnancy and dying. 

RAW: I very much doubt a Hell because it sort of makes a bad joke 
out of life. Who created Hell? Presumably God, or the Devil did it with 
God's permission and supervision. I don’t believe in that kind of God or 
that kind of Devil. Who's in Hell anyway? The universe has so many, as 
Carl Sagan says, “billions and billions” of galaxies with “billions and bil- 
lions” of star systems, most of which probably have planets with all sorts 
of life forms...why would a God (presuming that there is some sort of 
God behind all this) pick us out of the whole universe and decide that if it 
didn’t like our behavior it’s going to torture us for an infinite number of 
years? I can’t believe in that. I mean, the ordinary Sadists get tired after a 
certain period of time and have to rest. The idea of a Divinity so sadistic 
that it can go on for an infinite number of years torturing creatures from 
one planet is obviously the delusion of some kind of paranoid and unbal- 
anced individual. There's still a lot of nuts around, and they start reli- 
gions. People who get unbalanced in certain ways get followers who be- 
lieve in their paranoid visions, but I don’t. If you left it up to me, I can’t 
think of anybody I would put in Hell. There are some people I would put 
in prison for life because they are too dangerous to be allowed to wander 
loose, but I wouldn’t put them in Hell for an infinite number of years! 
That's unbelievably sadistic! Even the Marquis de Sade read books, wrote 
books, went to the opera, etc. He didn’t spend all his time torturing people, 
which is what this God is supposed to be doing. 


In what ways do you feel the media has shaped our perception of death? 

RAW: The movies, television, popular novels...the popular media 
entertainment fiction tends to accept the Judeo-Christian belief, with very 
little emphasis on Hell and a lot on Heaven. Every now and then they toy 
with reincarnation. The news media tends to be Coverse Humanist, and 
they regard death as absolutely the end, falling into oblivion, extinction... 
lights out. I think it tends to give people a sense of ruthlessness and alien- 
ation. The kind of attitude you tend to get in a lot of modern European 
writers like Beckett and others from the more absurdist school. I felt that 
way up until I took LSD, and then suddenly it seemed to me that all be- 
liefs are uncertain and for all I know I might go on after death in some 
other form. Ijust don’t know! Maybe I'll become extinct. Maybe I'll trans- 
form into something else that I can imagine... like a cow. Or something I 
can’t even imagine... like a point of light in infinity. 

TL: Media is the modes of communication and the words used. All 
three totalitarian religions have totally censored the words you use. The 
Islamics put five million dollars on the head of Salman Rushdie because 
he said three or four sentences in a book printed in English about Allah. 
Yes, the control of words and the control over the modes of communica- 
tion... media... is what the totalitarian religions hope to establish. 

The LA Times, in the front page article by their medical writer, said 
that tobacco is the Number One Killer. It attacked tobacco, it attacked 
another “culprit”... alcohol. Turns out that cocaine is way down on the. 
list. They use words like “culprit,” “preventing death,” “fundamental”... 
What they were basically saying was that sex, drugs and rock and roll kill 
you, and you can prevent death... 


By avoiding sex, drugs, and rock and roll. 
TL: Exactly. I’m always amazed at how respectable, fairly intelligent 
publications like the LA Tímes could splash an article like this one, which 
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is totally non-scientific. Scientists never use 
words like “culprit.” See, they're personalizing. 
Demonizing. Turns out that there are two kinds 
of substances that can cause death. One is some- 
thing immediate, like the overdose on heroin or 
a gun or a car crash, which are leading causes of 
death. But nobody’s ever overdosed by smoking 
a cigarette. People rarely overdose on alcohol. 
What tobacco and alcohol dois lower the lifespan. 
Smokers are affected day to day, so smokers will 
die at 75, and the intelligent smoker realizes that 
those are going to be the five years of your life 
you're going to be in a basket anyway. I heard 
this argument in my debate with the head of the 
DEA: "Don't say that marijuana is a personal 
thing. The taxpayer has to pay for the Amtrak 
train which was wrecked. The taxpayer has to 
pay for all of the lung cancer." So, in other words, 
it is their business because they have to pay the 
cost when you're hooked up in tubes...which is 
called “Health Care,” which I call the ultimate 
humiliation. 

Cigarette smokers, because they die five 
years younger, end up saving the taxpayers 
$250,000 for so-called Health Care. You can at- 
tack this argument the other way around. 

When I signed my living will, it said I can- 
not be kept in a hospital longer than 48 hours. I 
absolutely will not have any of that so-called 
government health care. My lawyer said to me: 
"You just saved the taxpayers probably a mil- 
lion dollars!" I intend to de-animate when the 
quality of my life is such where I cannot think 
oremote. This is a normal desire for human dig- 
nity and freedom. 

The way the article is twisted, that these 
"Culprits," "Sinners," who smoke cigarettes and 
drink alcohol and get involved in reckless sex, 
end up costing the government lots of 
money..but they don't. They just eliminate the 
1 to 50% or more of the health money that goes 
to people in their terminal years. 

Now this study that says “Tobacco Kills, 
#1 Killer” is a total lie. Guns kill. Accidents kill. 
AIDS kills. It is simply lopping off the last ter- 
minal, senile years. This is done, by the way, by 
government researchers. You would think that 
any intelligent person, including the editors of 
the LA Times, would know that any research 
done by government scientists, paid for by the 
taxpayers, is going to come out with results that 
will support government policy. The way the 
government is demonizing tobacco smokers and 
drug users and alcohol... it’s more flagrant than 
anything done in the Puritan days. 

Ihave a table as to the behaviors or the fac- 
tors that lower the lifespan. Tobacco: Five years. 
Alcohol: Probably five years. The statistics say 
that the people who die prematurely are mainly 
poor people and they may be black people. 
That's the cold, blunt, horrible fact. They did 
mention something which I've known for many 
years; that the #1 behavior that lowers the life 
span and causes inflation of health funds is glut- 
tony. | would say that the average American is 
dangerously overweight. This is known in Eu- 




























































rope. They laugh at Americans because they see 
a busload of tourists that are all fat, and they 
know they're Americans. Can you imagine the 
problems in the heart of a 250 pound middle 
class woman? The strain on her heart pumping 
blood and oxygen through a body that is swol- 
len twice its size? The thin person... Well, as Wil- 
liam Burroughs would say: "You never saw a 
junkie with a head cold!” 

I must confess to you, Howard, for two 
days I’ve suffered one of those sudden enlight- 
enment insights... that our government and all 
of our mass media are as bad as the Stalinists 
were. What puzzles me is how aware they are... 
consciously... of the way they are manipulating 
the news. The big issue coming up is about death 
and the right to choose your own de-animation. 
It turns out people like Doctor Kevorkian got 
the majority of people in the country on his side, 
but of course government people... the District 
Attorneys and the Public Health people are lit- 
erally throwing him in prison. This is based on 
certain religious assumptions which they may 
not even be aware of. The patients whose suf- 
fering he alleviates are (no question of it) des- 
perate, not to mention humiliated... Having to 
have their diapers changed, not being able to 
think. That’s of course the scariest thing - 
Alzheimers and all that. With the approval of 
the family and videotapes and discussions and 
several weeks of planning, Doctor K. just helps 
them to deliver themselves. He is considered to 
be a demon. The bottom line which the bureau- 
crats never admit: Doctor K. is saving the tax- 
payer, with the 19 people he has helped deliver, 
millions of dollars! Not to mention the thou- 
sands of people that de-animate consciously and 
voluntarily that rarely get in the papers. 


What would be your ideal death? How would 
you want to be handled after you die? 

RAW: I think the ideal death is to go on liv- 
ing. The ideal death is temporary, a psychedelic 
experience, then you have all the advantages of 
death and you still come back to enjoy life some 
more. Im really in favor of abolishing death. It’s 


psychotics don't usually get the flu — but when they do get the flu, they are not psychotic. 


the #1 killer and it’s time we made a concerted 
effort to wipe it out. 

TL: I've given this a tremendous amount 
of thought. I intend to press the button or to 
make a decision which is going to lead to my 
de-animation. It's a very complicated and tricky 
thing because I want to do it in such a way that 
doesn't put a burden on or embarrass my fam- 
ily and the people who love me. But I intend to 
de-animate in this home. There's no way you're 
going to get me out of this little plot of land 
here... high in the hills. I hope to die... or to put 
it bluntly... to kill myself... under the circum- 
stances of the greatest harmony, the greatest dig- 
nity, with the least amount of physical suffering 
to me and those that I love. I would say in two 
or three years from now. 

I'm a disabled veteran so I've got total ac- 
cess to veteran's hospitals, I've got Medicare and 
I've got SAG and all these health plans coming 
out my ears! I can run up a bill of about 1 mil- 
lion dollars; getting tubes, implants, staffs of 
people who will carry me to the toilet and 
change my diapers and wipe the drool off my 
chin. Yeah! 

Nothing is more scary to me than a gov- 
ernment administering health care. That is the 
ultimate oxymoron. The bureaucrats in Wash- 
ington and all the institutions and hospitals, the 
Senior Citizens homes and all that. About three 
years ago there was a front page article in the 
LA Times that said there was between 60,000 and 
80,000 senior citizens who are physically tied 
down in homes. Physically by bonds and of 
course by narcotic drugs. So here's a vegetable 
with Altheimers who can do nothing but drool 
and shit and is not conscious. I have a great sym- 
pathy for people who are forced economically 
to work in a place where you have to take care 
of these vegetables. That is the bottom bottom 
bottom of the economic food chain. If they are 
callous I can certainly sympathize with that. 

Ihave the greatest admiration for families 
who, faced with the intolerable suffering and 
loss of dignity with a loved one, father, mother 
or grandparent, and who in violation of the state 
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and violation of religion and common morals, 
accept and support the dying person in his or 
her suicide. I have great respect. When you read 
the stories about the relatives of Doctor 
Kevorkian’s patients, I have not failed to be im- 
pressed by the deep sincerity, by these middle 
class people in the mid-west who are faced with 
the ultimate issue and out of love and wisdom 
choose to have their sister go along with what is 
called a criminal act. I admire these people a lot. 


Do you feel that we as a species can evolve be- 
yond death? Is immortality possible? If it is, 
in what ways do you feel we would have to 
adjust as a society to deal with eternal life? 

RAW: I think it’s worth aiming for. Maybe 
the only way we can do it is by transferring our 
consciousness into silicon chips. Maybe we can 
transfer our consciousness into lasers. Maybe we 
can find a way to have the biological body re- 
generating and rejuvenating itself. These are all 
interesting areas of speculation and there's ac- 
tual research going on that may yield some an- 
Swers to this. I don't think we should just ac- 
cept death with equanimity any more than 
slaves accepted slavery. We should rebel against 
it. It's degrading! It's insulting! It's painful! I 
think it's one of the things we need to get rid of. 
If life does become eternal, I think we're going 
to have to become an interplanetary and inter- 
stellar species, because longevity will make the 
population crunch get even worse if we stay on 
one planet. With longevity looming and immor- 
tality a theoretical possibility, we're going to 
have to start exploring extra planetary living. 
There's so much energy /resources out there, that 
will quickly solve all our energy / resource prob- 
lems. I think it’s a marvelous coincidence, maybe 
more than a coincidence, that interplanetary 
travel and longevity are dawning at about the 
same time. 

TL: There are two issues here. One is the 
preservation of the brain. Your brain is put ina 
brain bank and when nanotechnology has 
reached the point, say in 40-50 years, when they 
can hook your brain up to a body either through 
cloning or through brain implants... It’s inevi- 
table. There's a tremendous taboo here. A tre- 
mendous taboo about dying. I have a silver 
bracelet here which is my Alcor Cryonics ticket 
to have my brain frozen and possibly put in a 
brain bank. It's shocking to most adults when I 
say that I’m having my brain put in a brain 
bank, so if some poor person has a healthy body 
but they're brain dead, they can put my brain 
in their body. That taboo which you intersect 
here is almost inevitable. So the sensible thing 
to dois to have someone preserving your body 
or certainly preserving your brain. Then the 
question is: If they can hook your brain up to a 
body or a series of robotic behavior movers, 
what about memory? What about the soul? I 
have written about 200 pages about scientific 
preservation of the soul. I consider the soul, and 
I don't think the brain is the soul. The brain 
hangs around the soul. If you're gonna find the 
soul you're going to have to get involved in 
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operating your brain. In a way you might say 
that your soul is your own personal software 
which programs your brain and is totally 
unique to your computer brain, and the differ- 
ences between your brain and mine, even 
though you and I are as close in harmony as 
two humans can be who are not lovers... are 
totally unique and that's as close as you come 
to defining the soul. The problem is: How do 
you maintain memories? Well, if you were to 
gooutinto my garage right now, you'll see over 
100 cartons containing records - just of the last 
5 years. I have probably 1000 cartons in places 
all over the valley, San Francisco and here. Ev- 
ery record which has anything to do with my 
own personal life, anything I put my handwrit- 
ing to, letters that have come to me... I also save 
any papers I get of causes, charities... Most of 
them that I get are counter-culture: AIDS, 
women's liberation, various forms of non- 
monotheistic religions. I've got the largest col- 
lection of counter culture records probably than 
any other person in the world. Which means if 
and when I come back, I'll be able to access my 
memory bank. It seems almost ludicrous that I 
have every restaurant check that I've signed. 
I've got a record of April 1962 that I had this 
and that at a restaurant on the Italian Riviera. 
It's not that I consider myself that important, 
but I consider myself a record keeper. I think 
that with computerized /digitized record keep- 
ing and linguistic acceleration, anyone will be 
able to access my memory bank and know more 
about what it was like to live in the counter- 
culture of the last 40 years. 

One final thing I have to say about issues 
of immortality and suicide... killing yourself, re- 
animation, memory retrieval, nitrous oxide over- 
doses (laughs)... You're dealing with very heavy 
concepts here. You gotta keep a sense of humor. 
You've gotta keep a sense of humor which means 
asense of humanity. I don’t really care that much 
if I come back, but I want to leave a model be- 
cause I was lucky enough to have lived in this 
century. To see the arrival of computers and 
telepresence and television... an enormous ex- 
plosion of knowledge and information and com- 
munication. 

The Alcor Cryonics people are extremely 
serious. They have to be because they are per- 
sonally responsible every minute of every day 
for the bodies and brains of about 19 people. So 
there's a lot of technical heavy hacker here they 
have to deal with to keep the current going. I'm 
tremendously impressed by their intelligence 
and by the fact that they're all Libertarians. I 
deeply believe in the principles of Libertarian- 
ism, which is Humanism, but most of the people 
involved in the Libertarian movement have no 
sense of humor. That's one of their problems. 
They're so fucking RIGHT! (laughs) 


Have you had any personal experiences with 
the paranormal in relation to death? For ex- 
ample, have you ever seen ghosts, had past 
life regressions, contacted or channeled spir- 
its? If not, do you feel this type of experience 


is possible? 

RAW: I have never had the experience of 
contacting the dead. I have had experiences that 
Testimate... that I evaluate as ESP. They can al- 
ways be explained away as coincidence, and it’s 
an endless argument, but to me it seemed like 
ESP. I've had a lot of synchronicity, much more 
than most people who study Jung. Everybody 
who studies Jung has some synchronicities, but 
I seem to get them in boat loads. 

One psychic told me I sometimes channel 
a medieval Irish bard; another told me I some- 
times channel an ancient Chinese Taoist philoso- 
pher, an alchemist. I think every writer chan- 
nels “Entities” and I suspect we all have thou- 
sands of “Entities” within each of us that can 
function as if they were independent spirits. I 
don’t believe in the single ego. I think we have 
multiple egos and when one starts communi- 
cating we're likely to think it's the spirit of the 
dead or something like that, but it’s just another 
part of ourselves. 


Have you had any “near death experiences?” 
If you have, describe them. Did they affect your 
outlook on life? 

TL: I have a "near death experience" ev- 
ery morning when I wake up! (Laughs) I re- 
view the whole situation and I groan, until I 
geta cup of coffee and a cigarette. Many expe- 
riences that I've had with LSD and Katomine 
have been out of the body. The most powerful 
aspect of any altered state experience is alien- 
ation. That's what the "bad trip" on LSD is 
about, when you're totally alienated. Alien- 
ation. The totalitarian monotheists say that Hell 
is being alienated from God. In a way they're 
right, but to me divinity is in every human be- 
ing, so the ultimate Hell for me is to be alien- 
ated from other human beings. 

RAW: Yes. I've been in two auto crashes and 
the outstanding thing that struck me was how 
calm I became when I thought I was about to 
die. I think Hollywood generally gives the 
wrong picture of how people behave under 
stress when there’s a plane disaster in a movie 
and everyone's screaming. I don't think anybody 
has the energy to scream. You go very much into 
yourself and you get very calm. At least that is 
what happened to me when I was in the car ac- 
cidents. I’ve had experiences with Ketamine that 
definitely suggested to me that I had left my 
body and entered another form, which is rather 
vague but I don’t want to be dogmatic about it 
by saying I was traveling in the astral plane or 
something like that. All I know is that it was a 
non-body experience. I think that occurs much 
more often than we used to think - like the out- 
of-body experiences that people have on oper- 
ating tables or when they are wounded in the 
war. It happened to Hemingway in World War I 
when he was wounded. Those things are very 
interesting and very suggestive and give me the 
feeling that if I don’t live long enough to see the 
Longevity Revolution, I still may survive in 
some other form. e 
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and violation of religion and common morals, 
accept and support the dying person in his or 
her suicide. I have great respect. When you read 
the stories about the relatives of Doctor 
Kevorkian's patients, I have not failed to be im- 
pressed by the deep sincerity, by these middle 
class people in the mid-west who are faced with 
the ultimate issue and out of love and wisdom 
choose to have their sister go along with what is 
called a criminal act. I admire these people a lot. 


Do you feel that we as a species can evolve be- 
yond death? Is immortality possible? If it is, 
in what ways do you feel we would have to 
adjust as a society to deal with eternal life? 

RAW: I think it’s worth aiming for. Maybe 
the only way we can do it is by transferring our 
consciousness into silicon chips. Maybe we can 
transfer our consciousness into lasers. Maybe we 
can find a way to have the biological body re- 
generating and rejuvenating itself. These are all 
interesting areas of speculation and there's ac- 
tual research going on that may yield some an- 
swers to this. I don't think we should just ac- 
cept death with equanimity any more than 
slaves accepted slavery. We should rebel against 
it. It's degrading! It's insulting! It's painful! I 
think it's one of the things we need to get rid of. 
If life does become eternal, I think we're going 
to have to become an interplanetary and inter- 
stellar species, because longevity will make the 
population crunch get even worse if we stay on 
one planet. With longevity looming and immor- 
tality a theoretical possibility, we're going to 
have to start exploring extra planetary living. 
There's so much energy / resources out there, that 
will quickly solve all our energy / resource prob- 
lems. I think it’s a marvelous coincidence, maybe 
more than a coincidence, that interplanetary 
travel and longevity are dawning at about the 
same time. 

TL: There are two issues here. One is the 
preservation of the brain. Your brain is put in a 
brain bank and when nanotechnology has 
reached the point, say in 40-50 years, when they 
can hook your brain up to a body either through 
cloning or through brain implants... It's inevi- 
table. There's a tremendous taboo here. A tre- 
mendous taboo about dying. I have a silver 
bracelet here which is my Alcor Cryonics ticket 
to have my brain frozen and possibly put in a 
brain bank. It's shocking to most adults when I 
say that I’m having my brain put in a brain 
bank, so if some poor person has a healthy body 
but they’re brain dead, they can put my brain 
in their body. That taboo which you intersect 
here is almost inevitable. So the sensible thing 
to do is to have someone preserving your body 
or certainly preserving your brain. Then the 
question is: If they can hook your brain up toa 
body or a series of robotic behavior movers, 
what about memory? What about the soul? I 
have written about 200 pages about scientific 
preservation of the soul. I consider the soul, and 
I don’t think the brain is the soul. The brain 
hangs around the soul. If you’re gonna find the 
soul you're going to have to get involved in 
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operating your brain. In a way you might say 
that your soul is your own personal software 
which programs your brain and is totally 
unique to your computer brain, and the differ- 
ences between your brain and mine, even 
though you and I are as close in harmony as 
two humans can be who are not lovers... are 
totally unique and that's as close as you come 
to defining the soul. The problem is: How do 
you maintain memories? Well, if you were to 
go out into my garage right now, you'll see over 
100 cartons containing records — just of the last 
5 years. I have probably 1000 cartons in places 
all over the valley, San Francisco and here. Ev- 
ery record which has anything to do with my 
own personal life, anything I put my handwrit- 
ing to, letters that have come to me... I also save 
any papers I get of causes, charities... Most of 
them that I get are counter-culture: AIDS, 
women’s liberation, various forms of non- 
monotheistic religions. I've got the largest col- 
lection of counter culture records probably than 
any other person in the world. Which means if 
and when I come back, I'll be able to access my 
memory bank. It seems almost ludicrous that I 
have every restaurant check that I’ve signed. 
I've got a record of April 1962 that I had this 
and that at a restaurant on the Italian Riviera. 
It’s not that I consider myself that important, 
but I consider myself a record keeper. I think 
that with computerized / digitized record keep- 
ing and linguistic acceleration, anyone will be 
able to access my memory bank and know more 
about what it was like to live in the counter- 
culture of the last 40 years. 

One final thing I have to say about issues 
of immortality and suicide... killing yourself, re- 
animation, memory retrieval, nitrous oxide over- 
doses (laughs)... You're dealing with very heavy 
concepts here. You gotta keep a sense of humor. 
You've gotta keep a sense of humor which means 
a sense of humanity. I don’t really care that much 
if I come back, but I want to leave a model be- 
cause I was lucky enough to have lived in this 
century. To see the arrival of computers and 
telepresence and television... an enormous ex- 
plosion of knowledge and information and com- 
munication. 

The Alcor Cryonics people are extremely 
serious. They have to be because they are per- 
sonally responsible every minute of every day 
for the bodies and brains of about 19 people. So 
there's a lot of technical heavy hacker here they 
have to deal with to keep the current going. I'm 
tremendously impressed by their intelligence 
and by the fact that they're all Libertarians. I 
deeply believe in the principles of Libertarian- 
ism, which is Humanism, but most of the people 
involved in the Libertarian movement have no 
sense of humor. That's one of their problems. 
They're so fucking RIGHT! (laughs) 


Have you had any personal experiences with 
the paranormal in relation to death? For ex- 
ample, have you ever seen ghosts, had past 
life regressions, contacted or channeled spir- 
its? If not, do you feel this type of experience 


is possible? 

RAW: I have never had the experience of 
contacting the dead. I have had experiences that 
I estimate... that I evaluate as ESP. They can al- 
ways be explained away as coincidence, and it’s 
an endless argument, but to me it seemed like 
ESP. I've had a lot of synchronicity, much more 
than most people who study Jung. Everybody 
who studies Jung has some synchronicities, but 
I seem to get them in boat loads. 

One psychic told me I sometimes channel 
a medieval Irish bard; another told me I some- 
times channel an ancient Chinese Taoist philoso- 
pher, an alchemist. I think every writer chan- 
nels “Entities” and I suspect we all have thou- 
sands of “Entities” within each of us that can 
function as if they were independent spirits. I 
don’t believe in the single ego. I think we have 
multiple egos and when one starts communi- 
cating we're likely to think it’s the spirit of the 
dead or something like that, but it’s just another 
part of ourselves. 


Have you had any “near death experiences?” 
If you have, describe them. Did they affect your 
outlook on life? 

TL: I have a “near death experience” ev- 
ery morning when I wake up! (Laughs) I re- 
view the whole situation and I groan, until I 
get a cup of coffee and a cigarette. Many expe- 
riences that I’ve had with LSD and Katomine 
have been out of the body. The most powerful 
aspect of any altered state experience is alien- 
ation. That’s what the “bad trip” on LSD is 
about, when you're totally alienated. Alien- 
ation. The totalitarian mortotheists say that Hell 
is being alienated from God. In a way they're 
right, but to me divinity is in every human be- 
ing, so the ultimate Hell for me is to be alien- 
ated from other human beings. 

RAW: Yes. I've been in two auto crashes and 
the outstanding thing that struck me was how 
calm I became when I thought I was about to 
die. I think Hollywood generally gives the 
wrong picture of how people behave under 
stress when there’s a plane disaster in a movie 
and everyone's screaming. I don't think anybody 
has the energy to scream. You go very much into 
yourself and you get very calm. At least that is 
what happened to me when I was in the car ac- 
cidents. I’ve had experiences with Ketamine that 
definitely suggested to me that I had left my 
body and entered another form, which is rather 
vague but I don’t want to be dogmatic about it 
by saying I was traveling in the astral plane or 
something like that. All I know is that it was a 
non-body experience. I think that occurs much 
more often than we used to think - like the out- 
of-body experiences that people have on oper- 
ating tables or when they are wounded in the 
war. It happened to Hemingway in World War I 
when he was wounded. Those things are very 
interesting and very suggestive and give me the 
feeling that if I don’t live long enough to see the 
Longevity Revolution, I still may survive in 
some other form. e 


On the average, lightning kills about one person a year while he or she is talking on a telephone. 
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WHERE WA 
MY MIND? 


by Karrin Vanderwal 


“If you can tune yourself into different planes and encounter various beings, 
(you would find that) they are not manifest in forms at all, nor emotion. All the 
heavens and hells, they are just more of these planes. There is manifest and unmani- 
fest and it's all right here now." -Ram Dass, The Only Dance There Is. 





Maybe it’s just my timing, but it seems as though every time | 
| watch shows like “Rescue 911” or “CODE 3” | hear stories | 
about people who appear to actually die’ under dramatic cir- | 
cumstances only to be revived moments later. The fre- 
quency with which this occurs and the similarities between 
the individual accounts of it has caused me to speculate 
about the nature of the phenomenon. 

The theme of “mind out-of-body” is certainly not 
unfamiliar. Both the Tibetan and Egyptian Book of the Dead 
make references to the experience of consciousness outside 
the body, particularly during deep meditation. In fact, the 
beginning of this century saw a time in which exploration of 
the paranormal was quite popular in this country. There 
exist numerous personal and academic accounts of various | 
“out of body" phenomena from this period. However, 
interest in the subject went out of vogue and the whole | 
episode was swept under the carpet by the middle of the | 
century. 

It was the publication of Dr. Raymond Moody's book | 
Life After Life in 1975 that focused widespread attention 
upon a phenomenon that was so little known or understood 
at that time that it captured the imagination of the public and 
sent scientists scurrying for facts. In his book, Moody 
Gescribes the experience of death and dying as it was 
feported to him by people who had been pronounced clini- 
Cally dead but who, to the amazement of the medical com- 
munity, were able to be revived. The extraordinary claims 
made by a substantial portion of these people were so | 
remarkable that were it not for Dr. Moody's professional | 
treatment of the topic they most likely would have been dis- 
counted as mere hallucinations and the patient's sanity 
would have been called into question. 

This was the attitude within the medical community 
towards the topic in 1964, the year my father had his per- 
sonal encounter with death. His story took place when he 
was 22 years old, and a soldier stationed in the South. It | 
began with a trip to the Norfolk Naval Hospital, in West 
Virginia for a minor complaint. He walked out with a pre- 
scription for a common sedative and was on his way. Back 
at the barracks he decided to join his buddies at the local. | 
lavern. He had taken his medication as prescribed but | 
apparently wasn't hip to the dangers of mixing barbiturates 
and alcohol. He wasn't far into his third beer when he started. | 
going into convulsions. He quickly fell into a coma as the 
Paramedics rushed him back to Norfolk Hospital. Despite | 
the efforts of the staff on duty, his vital signs quickly faded. | 











| 
1 Basically, a body is considered alive f it can be stimulated to function, with or | 
without the aid of medical machinery. better way to determine the actual time of | 
death might be at the point when the brain itself ceases to function. Unfortunately, 

few persons have been hooked up to an EEG (electroecephalograph) a the time of | 
their brush with death! | 
2 “Grunt” is a term used to describe an Army soldier by servicemen in other | 
branches of he military. This medic was a Naval officer | 
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| action when my dad felt his conscious self being "moved" | 





At this point, he recalls that he became separated 
from his physical body and was actually hovering above it, 
watching the frantic efforts of the doctor and medics as they 
tried to revive his corpse. He recalls hearing the red-headed 
medic tell the doctor, "Lieutenant, this grunt? done bought 
the farm." The doctor was attempting to shock his heart into 


up and away from the operating room, through a corridor of | 
darkness and towards a radiant, golden light. He describes 

it as being "like an iron filament being pulled by a magnet.” 
Still, throughout this journey he remembers feeling a sense | 
of peacefulness and he remained absolutely calm. When he | 
reached the glowing radiance he became aware of the pres- 
ence of other beings whom he could not clearly identify. 
This was as far as he went before he received the commu- 
nication that this was “not his time.” In an instant, he was 
sucked back through the dark passage and into his own 
body. The doctor had managed to resuscitate his heart and | 
lungs and, though he did not immediately regain con- | 
sciousness, his vital signs reappeared. This was the last 
thing he remembered before he awoke a while later to find 
his doctor, whom he had recognized from the out-of-body 
experience, reading the charts in his room. “Hello 
Lieutenant,” my father said to the doctor, who looked up 
startled. His face blanched as he checked the sleeves of his 
lab coat. “Soldier, | am not wearing any brass. What makes 
you think | am a lieutenant,” inquired the doctor. My father 
replied that he had overheard “Carrots” (the name they | 
called the red-haired medic) refer to him as “Lieutenant” 
while they were working on him. “You were clinically dead 
in there soldier; there is no way you could have heard any- | 
thing” declared the doctor. So he told the doctor what had | 
happened to him after he “bought the farm.” Although he | 
was still quite incredulous, the doctor admitted having 
heard of such a phenomenon. He still did not know what to | 
make of it, having until now had no direct experience with 
this sort of thing. He strongly discouraged my father from 
discussing it with anyone, as he felt that to do so would | 
very likely have resulted in him being committed. For this 
reason he, like many others who survived through this kind 
of ordeal, told no one about it for many years. It was only 
as his own father lay on his deathbed that he shared his 
story, some twenty years after the fact. He had not even told 
my mother about it until that time. Still, as a result of this 
profound brush with the after-world, he faces death with 
absolutely no anxiety and looks upon it as a very positive 
experience. 

Obviously death is the body's reaction to extraordi- | 
nary distress. So, when the physical body shuts down; it 
naturally follows that whatever "spirit" or "subtle matter," | 
which the conscious mind is part of, floats away. (That is, 
whatever we might have left after lives of much debauchery 








and strife!) Some people believe that this spirit matter hangs 
around the world of the living for a while until it finally dis- 
sipates, forevermore, into the hyperspace or void. No one 
really knows for certain just what happens to you ultimately, 
beyond simply rotting in a grave. However, there does exist 
a sizable body of research that calls the probability of both 
of these opinions into question. This is due in part to the toil 
of researchers like Dr. Moody, Elisabeth Kubler-Ross and 
later, Dr. Kenneth Ring (the author of four amazing resource 
books on the subject: Life at Death, Far Journeys, Heading 
Towards Omega, and The Omega Project) 

Is this indeed the "other side" of life, as many sus- 
pect, a preview of the "Heaven" or "Paradise" that so many 
religions teach us that souls may migrate to after death? Or 
is the apparent death state of these patients and the ensuing 
Tush out-of-body actually taking them away from their 
bodies or is it just part of a chemical reaction taking place 
within the brain itself? Though not every case of near-death 
is accompanied by visions of the hereafter, the experience is 
common enough in our culture as well as in others that the 
Possibilities are worthy of consideration. It is believed that 
one possible clue may lie in the chemical DMT (Di-Methyl- 
Tryptamine). A popular psychedelic in the 1960s, DMT has 

«made a reappearance somewhat lately. Interestingly, small 
amounts of the chemical are present in the pineal gland and 
cerebro-spinal fluid of humans as well as other animals and 
is also found in some tropical plants. Though its function 
within the human brain is not yet fully understood, it is pos- 
sible that it plays a role in creating our dreams. It is possible 
that the visions reported by near-death experiencers are evi- 
dence of another dimension or parallel universe with which 
we normally coexist without ever realizing it. Not until we 
see a “UFO,” or something else supernatural happens which 
prompts us to think about it and wonder. 

Could there be a link between NDE, out-of-body 
experience, ghosts, and remote viewing (the phenomenon 
of seeing something occur from miles away)? All of these 
altered states of consciousness have a common denomi- 
nator which is not specific to the type of experience. That is 
the separation of the conscious mind from its physical 
body. The innumerable cases of out-of-body experience 
suggest that the body need not die when the mind becomes 
disembodied, for involuntary functions such as heart rate, 
respiration and brainwaves remain Constant and are even 
consistent with a state of deep relaxation (at least in a lab 
setting). And anecdotal accounts of astral projection are so 
numerous that the likelihood of fabrication is highly 
unlikely. Still, clinical evidence is limited and is likely to 
remain so due to the spontaneous nature of its occurrence. 
It may be difficult to predict who will have an NDE or OOB 
experience, much less where, how or when. Nowhere, save 
for the conviction of those who have experienced this phe- 


I think of death only with tranquillity, as an end. I refuse to let death hamper life. Death must enter life only to define it. -Jean Paul Sartre 


nomenon firsthand, does there exist the sort of concrete evi- 
dence required to convince a hard-line skeptic. 

Many people report experiencing a mind/body sepa- 
ration that is quite spontaneous. This seems to occur most 
frequently when the body is in great physical distress, i.e. 
illness, or under the influence of psychedelics. Conversely, 
‘one might inadvertently project oneself while in a state of 
deep meditation, or on the brink of sleeping. Or it may 
occur at will as the result of training, practice, or natural 
inclination. 

While this phenomenon may be a faculty that is 
archaic to modern man, it could be that in primordial times 
it was useful as a survival tactic. As a last ditch option 


beyond the instinct for fight-or-flight, the ability of the | 


conscious mind to escape from the suffering of the mortal 
body could have enabled our ancestors to pause and gain 
a clearer perspective of their plight, and their options for 
survival. 

There is no solid evidence of any "thing" actually 
physically leaving the body during out-of-body travel. There 
is no evidence that anything tangible leaves the body at the 
time of death, either. This might suggest that the experience 
of mind-flight is more psychological than physical. If this is 
the case then it is interesting that it is such a social phe- 


nomenon. Travelers report visiting people and places, and | 


witnessing actual events in vivid detail while their physical 


bodies were peacefully resting on a bed miles away. We | 
may occasionally feel a presence that we cannot necessarily | 


identify or account for rationally. Animals and children 
seem to be more sensitive to these manifestations. Perhaps 


this is because they lack the conditioning of selective dis- | 
crimination which narrows our spectrum of awareness as | 


adults. Only time will tell just how significant or advanta- 
geous this faculty is to the survival of our species. 
So far, it hasn't happened to me. Not that | am aware 





ducted on humans hope to uncover? What is the 
purpose of the study? 

[Dr. Strassman] has a bunch of different purposes. One of 
them is to see how the brain's serotonin system works. DMT 
is definitely picked up by different serotonin receptors, SO 
one thing that he's doing now is he’s administering drugs 
that will block certain serotonin receptor subtypes and then 
giving people DMT. 

So he is trying to see if it only gets picked up by 
certain receptors and not by others by the process 
of elimination? 


| Yes. He is trying to localize where it goes in the brain. That 








| 


information will give us clues as to what it does. Then he | 
has other studies where he is attempting to find out if people 
develop a tolerance to it. Because you don't build up a tol- | 


erance to it. It sort of corroborates with the probability that 
it really does have something to do with consciousness. 
Have you ever heard of anybody having an out-of- 
body experience 
ally see their bodies? When | took it, the world 
sort of “inverted.” | wasn’t viewing my physical 
body. | don’t think | was even aware of having a 
body, ! didn't worry about it at all. 

Oh, sure. That's what a lot of people talk about. It seems like 


from taking DMT? Can they actu- 


dying. We hear about the beautiful, blissful near-death 
experience where they're moving towards white light, and 
they feel totally happy and peaceful. But the whole approach 
of the Tibetan Book of the Dead, which Tim Leary modeled 
the psychedelic experience on in the early days, it's sup- 
posedly a book to help you as you're dying. The Tibetan 
Book of the Dead talks about being accosted by demons and 
fears; at certain levels of this dying process there is kind of 


| Jacob's Ladder-tormenting part of it. Who knows, maybe 


when we get beyond the golden light, terror grabs us. | 
would like to believe that it just keeps going, never gets any 
worse. Thats where these drugs and consciousness 
research come in to play a lot. There have also been some 
interesting studies with suicide victims. There have been a 
number of people who have jumped off the Golden Gate 
Bridge to.commit suicide over the years. Every once in a 
while someone will do it and, amazingly, they will survive. 
So they've done some psychological studies of these sur- 
vivors and they found that, for a lot of them, their lives got 
better afterwards. They saw how silly it was. 


| Maybe it killed their egos to be brought back. 


ketamine produces out-of-body experiences more of the | 


sort that you're describing. Stan Grof told me about a 
ketamine experience of his where he felt like he was having 
an out-of-body experience. He was in Brazil at the time and 
felt like he went off over the Amazon. 

Is the out-of-body experience related to the near- 
death experience? 

It very often is. There are a lot of stories of people who are 
in operating rooms because they were about to die and 


| theyll hover above their bodies There you have that out-of- 


of, anyway. And as this information was selectively gathered | 


by me, it is inculcated with my own subjective interpreta- 
tions. 


Finding myself interested in learning more about | 
what role DMT and the hundreds of neurotransmit- | 


ters in our brain possibly have in these happenings, 
I went to a source most likely to be in the know, 


founder of MAPS (Multidisciplinary Association of | 
Psychedelic Studies), Rick Doblin. He had some | 
pretty interesting insights into the subjects of death, | 


psychedelics, and the meaning of life. 
Rick, do you think out-of-body phenomena such as 


the near-death experience is something that's | 


really happening outside of our bodies? Are we | 
actually leaving our bodies? Or is something trig- | 


gering the experience within our own minds, in our 
brains? With a weird thing like DMT being endige- 
nous to us in the first place, could it perhaps have 
anything to do with it? Rick Strassman mentioned 


in the MAPS Newsletter (vol. IV, no. 2) that it may | 


have some function related to the near-death 
experience. 

That is total speculation on his part. There has never been 
any verification that there is a greater amount of DMT in the 
brain in near-death experiences; it's a good speculation. 
Do you think it could have role to play in cre- 
ating dream states? 

Yeah, | would think it has something to do with conscious- 
ness, particularly since in larger amounts it affects con- 
sciousness. That's pretty logical. But it may not. Take the 
toad venom, for instance. The toads have that stuff in their 
body and it has an effect on their predators, but not on the 
toads as far as we can tell. Who can tell? | think it's not sci- 
entifically justified to assume that the DMT in our brain 
actually works on consciousness. 


Then what does the DMT research now being con- | 


body and near-death experience connection. So they defi- 
nitely are often connected, but they can also be separate; for 
instance, Stan Grof had this out of body experience that was 
totally... 

Of him dying...? 

Yes, and he felt completely safe. There is a certain difference 


Or else they realized, “Shit, why did | bother doing this? 
Why didn't | just walk away from the problem or do some- 
thing else?” Or they had the sense that they were saved for 
some purpose. A lot of them felt that this was some mirac- 
ulous thing. They were saved and therefore, their life had 
more meaning, or at least they convinced themselves that it 
did. There was some kind of protective force, whatever, and 
they ended up more optimistic. So this came out of the con- 
frontation with death, It seems like the value of drugs and 
the consciousness shifting is that you can try to do that with 
your physical body intact without the same degree of risk, 
and get some of these beneficial experiences. | think that 
you should definitely make a point of distinguishing this 
idea of ego death and physical death, and that that’s what 
often goes on in bum trips. People confuse the two. | think 
it's one of the more important points, and it also goes back 


| to your question about if one can have an out-of-body expe- 


between ego death in a symbolic way, and physical death. | | 


think that’s where the confusion comes in, because when 
you have this out-of-body experience, your consciousness 
is really located in a different place than it was before. 


think you are, your ego, is altered; and so that ego death in 
a way; like Stan, who's been through it so much with trip- 
ping, he can sort of handle that without necessarily feeling 
like he was physically dying. But a lot of times, and this is 


rience without a near-death experience. In near-death expe- 
rience it seems that it's marked by an initial out-of-body 
experience and sometimes it just ends there before they're 
thrust back in, and sometimes they actually go beyond that. 
Sometimes when you're in the experience you don't neces- 


| sarily leave your body, you just have this imaginary journey 
Before, it was located wholly inside your body, and who you | 


what happens with people who are tripping. They're flipping | 


out thinking they're dying; that's this ego death; a psycho- 
logical shift from thinking that we're the center of the uni- 
verse, moving into more collective states of consciousness. 
| think it has a lot to do with psychological maturity; if you're 
relatively talented or proficient or trained, you don't neces- 


sarily have to switch into the “Oh, this means that my body's | 


dying." Often, people confuse the ego death with the phys- 
ical death. Even Stan describes how powerful it is, where in 
the early days that he was doing LSD research in 


Czechoslovakia, he was with a bunch of people as they were | 


tripping, and he said that a lot of them thought that they 
were really dying — though they weren't. He saw that what 
was going on was ego death. | could imagine that would be 
confusing if you really were dying. But | guess the difference 


that your body is going different places. A lot of the near- 
death experiences are people sort of seeing this light, 
they're walking to it, they're in their body, they see their rel- 
atives who are also in their bodies, and they haven't really 
left the identification of themselves as a person. 

Would you regard near-death as a hallucination 
that is just organic to begin with, or do you think 
that it's actual evidence of life after death? 

| don't think that it's evidence, because it's all from people 
that have come back; maybe they were clinically dead in a 
way, or in the way we define life, i.e. their heart had stopped 
or they didn't show brainwaves for a few seconds or some- 
thing like that. Certainly they were approaching death, but 
people who are declared dead and come back? | don't 
believe that’s the resurrection or anything. | believe they 
weren't really dead. | don't think you could say that that's 
evidence; that’s not strong enough. That's just what the 
brain is doing as it's approaching death. 


| It's tripping! 


then would be that if you really are dying, you're not pan- | 


icking about it anymore. People who are going through a 
near-death experience don't seem to be going through any 
sort of panic or terror, whereas people who are going 


through an ego death through tripping are obviously very | 


upset. Did you see the movie Jacob's Ladder? 
Yes, it was fantastic. 
I'm sure that there are people who are terrified as they're 


The soul selects her own society, then shuts the door. -Emily Dickenson 


Definitely. Maybe it's a good thing that happens; whether or 
not it means that there's life after death. Even if it doesn't, its 
nice to know that we might go out happy. Stan always 
quotes some old Christian mystic saying: “He (or she) who 
dies before they die, doesn't die when they die.” What that 
means is: He who dies before he dies — he who goes 
through this ego death before going through the physical 
death — doesn't actually die but instead they find this leap 
into eternal life and consciousness. 
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I'm the kind of lady that can swim through a swamp and dash through a wild jungle and easily survive cH 
--yet trips over a little rock and gets a bad concussion. 


= 
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I know that the things that happen to me 


aren't horrible as I think they are, but it's bad enough to either make me cry like a sheep or laugh e AM 


like a hyena (or both) for a entire day, and I think that's plenty. 
They're stupid predictable things that COULD happen 


are completely in my very own range of luck. 


The things that happen to me 


to anybody, but they happens to ME, and that's special. 


fo me жи а шыл ЛЕ мн ж ee eee ee O ШЕЙ 1 


BORN WITH SURVIVAL SYNDROME 

I popped out of my dear mother in Brooklyn New York looking 

a little like a wrinkled ugly prune with long strands of hair 
on my back. The hair fell out a little later (thank god), but 
my life could of easily ended right there with me looking like 
that, never to have blossomed. My mom was trying to breast 
feed me, but I apparently didn't want to suck on her, and all 
I did cry. She went to the doctor to e why this dear 
daughter was rejecting her milk. The doctor told her that her 
tits were not working; and that she better feed her baby fast 
because there hasn't been any milk coming out for almost a whole 


E EE қ 


FROM PRIDE TO PUSSY 

I was playing with rubber dolls with my sis in the bathtub, 

and I was feeling like an adult because I was wearing my mother's 
Shower cap for the first time. In Japan, the bathtubs are 
Square, and they come up to your shoulders. Since I was feeling 
like such a big sis, I wanted to show my little sis that I had 
quicker, longer legs than her, so I tried to hop out of the 
tub just the way you hop over a fence with a one-leg-manouv 
That one leg slipped right when I was hopping over, and I banged 
and broke my pussy for a week. 
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TRADER ON SHORE 

Some friends and I were swimming in a river one day, and we 
were playing "help and rescue". I swam out to the steeper 

part of the river and pretended like I was drowning, so my frienc 
was on the way to rescue me. She rescued me, so I headed towards 
shore. I was so busy jumping in the water acting like I wi 

happy to be ued, that by the time I noticed that my s 
wasn't there besides me it was all too late. 

I turned around and looked for her, but she wasn't anywhere. 
Then I really looked around hard, and I came across a familiar 
forehead and a nose bobbing up in down in the middle of a river. 
Apparently, as she pulled me out of the deep part, I had pulled 
her behind me, and we switched places. Dumb me, I just paddled 
for shore thinking she was besides me when in fact, I had left 
her speechless under water. All the sudden, that story my 
dad told me about "the boy that cried wolf" became very clear 
to me. All I could do was just stand there like lamb in shock, 
and watchew* my dear friend's nose drift further and further 
away from shore. I think she had the survival syndrome too. 

I don't even know how long I stood there, but she eventually 
ended up crossing over the ENTIRE RIVER over to the other shore. 
I ran right over the long bridge to the other side. I felt 
bad, I really did, but I'm so horrible, I couldn't stop laughing. 
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REAL CHAMPION 

I was excited. I was great at hurdle hopping, and I was going 
to my school Athletic festival to compete in the hurdle race. 

I was going to win and make that race mine. I was just a little 
late to the festival, so I decided to take a short cut through 
the rice fields and hop over this thin little man-made 
creek/sewer. I stood on the thin edge, and was preparing to 
hop over the creek just like a great hurdle hopper. Then one 
of my legs slipped, and once again, I banged and broke my pussy, 
then fell sideways right in to the creek. 
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MALL SHOWER 


I was a committed shoplifter in sixth rade. I tho 

really good. I could even steal VBS Oe as ies 
hool, I stole a bunch of lip cr: + cute handkerchiefs, and 

a bunch of Hello Kitty stuff. I w feeling s 

than ever, and I even bought my self an ice cream 

to exit this big mall with my friend when all the sudden, this 

security guard with really bad breath grabbed my belt from behind 

and yanked me hard, dragging me back inside the mall telling 

me; "You are a thief!". I was in such Shock, I dropped my ice 

cream and peed in my pants right there. 


NOT EVEN MY FAULT 
When I told my mom that I wasn't a virgin anymore, we both 
decided get a diaphragm together. So we went to the doctor 
for a fitting, and he stuck a bunch of samples up me to see 
which size best fit my uterus and all that. 

About two and a half weeks later, I was mowing the lawn, 
and I almost ran over two baby rabbits. Luckily, they jumped 
out of their nest hole in time, but I mowed over their home 
and ruined it, so I took them in and took care of them. A couple 
of days later, I started to get a really bad rash on my face. 
I thought that I was allergic to rabbits, so I got rid of them. 
My rash didn't go away. Then the day after, weird black blood 
started to come out of my pussy that smelled really bad, so 
I stuck my finger up there immediately to find out E 
was Going On. I felt a extra boi in my vagina and I 
as loud as I could. Then went back in and slowly pulled my 
new vagi bone out. That very bone turned out to be the 
cartilege of a diaphragm!! Тһе doctor had left the sample 
diaphragm in me for a month!!! I COULD OF GOTTEN TOXIC SHOCK 
SYNDROME!!@! I COULD OF DIED!!!!! 
..«But I didn't. We didn't even sue them. 
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REST IN HELL, MAPLE! 
My step dad, Jim-bo, would not let me get my drivers' license 
for over two years because he thought that I was crazy and 
depressed when all I ever did was to hate him. One day after 

I turned eighteen, I couldn't take him anymore, so I threw a 
hot coffee cup at him, and cut his arm open. That was all it 
took. He said I could get my license. 

After I flunked the same permit test four times, I finally 
got my license. Four days later, I took a u-turn on a wet 
street and slipped off the road and had a head-on collision 
with a maple tree. That night I heard Jim-bo tell my mom the 
words I hate the most: "I told you so". 



































Once when | was a junky whore, | was standing outside of 
Arby's on Sunset waiting for someone to pick me up so | 
could make a fast twenty bucks for a shot of heroin, A 
young guy pulled up in a red sports car and we went to 
his house. He turned out to be a smart person and sort of 
interesting (especially considering the fact that | rarely 
came in contact with anyone that spoke my language.) He 
had played for the California Angels until one day on 
acid, he realized he was wasting his life so he quit pro- 
baseball to get a degree in philosophy. He didn't want to 
have sex. He wanted to bathe me and feed me and keep 
me safe in his little house. He wanted to rescue me from 
certain death. He told me that | was the most beautiful girl 
he had ever seen, and he cried when he realized just how 
fucked up | was and how little | cared about getting myself 
out of trouble. 

| was addicted to heroin and cocaine. | was so men- 
tally and physically debilitated and downright gross that | 
was lucky to get twenty dollars for a blow job or whatever 
else. | often took less. Therefore | had to turn as many as 
fifteen tricks a day to get enough money to support my 
habit. | could never wait until | had enough money to buy 
asubstantial amount of anything. | had to go cop as soon 
as | had the money in my pocket and fix right away. So | 
had this routine which continued uninterrupted except for 
the occasional catastrophe like going to jail, or getting 
beat up, or meeting a guy like this new friend. (Every 
whore knows one. He falls in love with sick prostitute fan- 
naglers who, in the course of his crusade to show her the 
light, will take him for everything he's worth and leave 
him dazed and ruined.) My typical schedule consisted of. 
walking, turning a trick, going to cop, finding somewhere 
to shoot up (| had no car or home), doing the drugs, then 
walking some more until the next man pulled over, and so 
on, for days on end until my body insisted on sleep, 
sometimes at very inopportune moments. Once in a while 
I had the opportunity to participate in a crime that didn't 
involve my pussy, but these were few and far between 

| was twenty years old and a raving, muttering, 
sometimes violent, madwoman. My toenails had fallen 
off, my hair came out in clumps. | was scabby and dirty, 
bruised, battered, and totally resigned to my impending 
death. | don't mean to be melodramatic, it's just that 
things were really that bad and the way | felt about it was 
this strange peace. | had stopped wanting to try to get out. 


Account ye no man happy till he die. -Euripidies 
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I WAS TOUCHED BY GUSTAV MAHLER 


By C 
ееееееееееееееееегее y Carla Bozulich 


My routine was meditative. | was a kind whore for the 
most part. | knew | was going to die there. 

So yeah, he cried when he realized these things. We 
went through a period of about a week where he would try 
to give me enough money for drugs to keep me off the 
streets. Needless to say, there's no such thing as that kind 
of money, and | recall a hazy memory of a trip to Mexico 
which | think was some kind of plan like, "We'll leave 
town with only a little bit of heroin and after a few days 
you'll run out and then you can drink as much Tequila as 
you want. After a couple of weeks, you won't be a junky 
whore anymore." | think we returned home after forty- 
eight hours. In another attempt at the impossible, he 
bought me a car but | simply did not possess the motor 
skills or common sense to even get out of the driveway 
He would talk endlessly about our new life together after 
| got over my little problem. He was more delusional than 
| was. /was going to die. 

My recollection of this time is foggy, but somehow 
| ended up in a county detox center. It was a last stop 
kinda place for addicts with no money. Fourteen days, 
with seven days of methadone, in a room with forty 
people coughing and moaning and whining as only 
junkies know how to do, and you wish you were dead. | 
had been there before. 

Anyway, during my stay in this place, my man, my 
fiancé, this guy who wouldn't leave me alone, was busy 
trying to make my stay as comfortable as possible. He 
brought me something to help me rise above my self- 
centered misery and fear. Something to pass the time in 
a state of musical intoxication. He brought me all nine 
symphonies and the unfinished tenth by Gustav Mahler. 
For anybody who doesn't know about Mahler, it would be 
difficult to understand the strangeness and irony of 
selecting these works for a person in the midst of the 
step-by-step dismantling of their own body and mind. 

Yes, clean socks and underwear! Yes, candy and 
cigarettes. Yes, a new-wave, water-proof, yellow 
Walkman with auto-reverse. But Mahler!? Bring me a 
fucking Blondie retrospective! As a gallant measure, he 
warned me to listen to the early ones first — said the later 
ones were kinda depressing. That's like telling a prize 
fighter not to step into the ring — | went straight for the 
ninth symphony. 

The music he brought me caused my nerves to 
unhinge even further and reminded me of everything that 
was, and had ever been wrong with the world, which, 
although excruciatingly beautiful at times, was obviously 
spiraling hopelessly into some kind of magnetic “shit- 
field.” 

Mahler himself was a tragic character. He was born 
in 1860, the second of fourteen children, six of which he 
would see die while he was still a child. His mother — a 
crippled, sickly woman, got married, without love, to an 
abusive alcoholic wine maker. Some say that Mahler's 
strange way of walking, in which every few steps his feet 
would seem to “fall out of rhythm,” was adopted from 
watching his lame mother walk. From the onset of his life 
he was subject to racial harassment and discrimination, 
and considered being a Jew a liability. This situation 


wound up culminating in 1897 when Mahler, convinced 
that he was not being appointed the conductor at the 
Vienna Court Opera because he was Jewish, converted to 
Catholicism. Within three months, he became the con- 
ductor, He also had a lot of trouble getting along with 
people and was considered a major pain in the ass by 
many that worked with him. For most of his adult life the 
money he made was spent supporting his family, partic- 
ularly a sister, Justine, who leached off him mercilessly 
to support her high-booty standard of living, keeping 
him, his wife Alma, and his children in poverty. When he 
was thirty five, his brother Otto shot himself in the head. 
In 1907, when he was forty seven, his daughter Maria 
died and he was diagnosed with a terminal heart lesion. 
At this time he wrote his most death-engrossed and 
maybe his greatest work — "Das Lied von der Erde" or 
“The Song of the Earth.” This piece is especially inter- 
esting when you realize that itis, in reality, Mahler's Ninth 
Symphony, but that he did not want to call it this because 
he believed that all great composers died after writing 
their ninth, as in the cases of Beethoven and Bruckner. So 
he called it "Das Lied von der Erde" and called his next 
symphony Number Nine. This fancy switch-a-roo back- 
fired however, and he died in 1907 after writing "The 
Ninth Symphony” which was actually his tenth. He did 
begin a “tenth” (eleventh) but died before it was com- 
pleted. Perhaps he should have eliminated the number 
all-together as superstitious high-rise builders do with 
the number "13." 

At any rate, Mahler is dead... and I? | am very much 
alive: I've blossomed like a goddamn butterfly. As for my 
friend, he disappeared soon after | jumped out of the 
window at the detox and hitch-hiked to my dealer's house 
looking to trade a brand new Walkman for a few bags. It 
took me almost a year before | got fucked over enough not 
to be able to fight when the right people finally came to 
help me. | barely recall the first six months | spent with no 
drugs in my system. | know | spent most of it laying ona 
couch consuming mass quantities of food and anti- 
biotics. Seven years have gone by since then. No needles. 
| don't even drink. | love my stupid life like nobody's busi- 
ness. And that's what | hear when | listen to Mahler. The 
beauty and the horror inevitably follow one after the other, 
blending nonsensically until the sweet and bitter... end. 
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REAL LIFE: 


GUN CRAZY 












| know that guns create 
misery, but | love them 
anyway. 

When | was 18 and living in a drug rehab center, | 
bought a $60 envelope of heroin and put it in my 
car. There was a little flip-top space for loose 
change, it actually said COIN on the lid. | put the 
drugs in there. | drove around Orange County 
for three months with the drugs in the car, 
until someone | confided in told a parent on 
me and they threw it out. | never did it, | 
never had to, knowing | had it. Knowing | 
had it if | absolutely needed it was enough. 

This is not a “right to bear arms” essay. | 
don't need to have a gun for protection 
from potential rapists and intruders. A gun as 
a method of physical self-defense seems 
strange, something sort of post-80's urban 
crime hysterics, something kinda Texas. 

When | get really depressed like | sometimes 
do, | remind myself that | have the keys to my 
friend’s apartment. My friend collects guns and he is 
never home. | know where he keeps his guns. When | 
remember this, | feel much better. Having access to a gun 
is a big relief. 

Things | do to set myself apart: | bite my nails. | 
smoke, plenty. | unplug my phone and don't return phone 
calls of otherwise important people. | don’t carry a purse. | 
never wear make-up, and make fun of girls who do. | eat 
what | want and never complain about my weight. | sleep. 
| was an alcoholic at 13, a heroin addict at 18. | am disdainful of 
almost everything. | love Mickey Mouse and snow domes and bright 
colors and fake leopard fur and everything to do with Christmas 
except Santa Claus, and | have decorated my house accordingly. | 
collect horseshoes and ashtrays. | 
drink diet soda out of a can, not 
because | like it or count calories, but 
because | think it looks white trash. | 

don’t want people to bug me. | wish | 
had a gun. | want people to leave 
me alone, and | want people to 
worry about me. 
If I had my own gun, Maybe 
l'd choose an opalescent pink pearl han- 
dled tiny one, small enough for my pocket, 
feminine, the kind my trailer park boyfriend 
would buy me for my birthday 'cause a 
woman needs to look out for herself when 
her man's away. Delicate, to the point of 
ineffectualness. Pretty, like my bath gel. 
I'm not a victim anymore. | never liked 
guns till Earl got me this one and І 
realize how much you need one in 
today’s society. 
But then, gun-ness appeals to me, like a shotgun or a rifle. 
| could sleep with it, larger than a bone, thinner than a 
skeleton. There's tragedy and drama in big guns. Picture this: 
I've unplugged my phone for days, like | sometimes do, don't 












No one owns life but anyone who can pick up a frying pan owns death. -William Burroughs 


call anyone. No one knows where | am. Someone I've given my 
apartment keys to, as | have done for various reasons, let themselves 
into my house just to check, see if I'm alright. Preferably an ex- 
boyfriend. That ex-boyfriend finds me curled up in bed at 3 or 4 in 
the afternoon with blankets over the windows, full ashtrays, trash 
and clothes and dirty dishes everywhere and a big gun between my 
legs. | haven't talked in days and | look up at him and say What? He 
prys me away from my big stick and drags me out of the house, | 
don't know why, to get some food or air or sun or medical attention 
or something, and | picture myself doubled over and vomiting as he 
carries me out. I'm probably vomiting because | only had diet 
cherry coke and cigarettes for four days run- 
ning. | wrestle away from him, and 
Am € RIC A run back inside to get my shotgun. 
| just want to have it with me. 
Just in case. Everyone's wor- 
ried, really worried, and | 
get the attention | need for 
once, and probably a good 
rest and an apology. 

There is nothing 
phallic about guns to me. | 
might sleep with one 

between my legs, but just 
as a defense, like cracking 
my joints in a room full of 
strangers. What else do you do 
in a room full of strangers? 
Where else would you keep a rifle 
while sleeping? 
| could have just a regular gun, like a 
movie-sized revolver, unspecial, just the right 
size to stuff into the back of my jeans 
between denim and skin, and if | ever saw 
him on the street again I'd whip it out before 
he could even say a word and recite, dead-eyed 
and steady, Just shut the fuck up and get away 
from me now motherfucker or I'll kill you | swear to God. And 
maybe he'd think | was crazy, but it would work, doubtless. I'd 
imagine he'd feel sort of impotent at that moment. 

When Kurt Cobain shot himself in the head | was devastated 
beyond what a girl stranger should have been. | was shocked and 
humbled for the whole weekend after, | even cried once over it 
while detouring around the 10 East, but eventually, selfishly, | was 
relieved. Someone who was not totally unlike me actually used sui- 
cide as an option. And that’s what it is, it really is despite what MTV 
news told me that weekend. I’ve been in drug hospitals, psychiatric 
wards, and psychoanalysis since | was 11, and because of this, I've 
been asked this question dozens of times: Do you or have you ever 
considered suicide? And | usually hesitate, and smirk, and say Not 
really. Because | haven't ever considered it, | just want to have it 
with me, just in case. | don’t need to consider it as long as | know it's 
always an option. Sometimes they follow up with this question: 
Have you ever attempted suicide? And this question never fails to 
stun me, if I'd attempted it, | wouldn't be in their office today. 
Right? 

Because there's no way I'm going to kill myself without taking 
someone else out with me. And if | take someone out with me, 
there's no turning back, | gotta go too. And this may sound hypo- 
critical, but | would never ever kill another person. | might just make 
them ugly for the rest of their life and then die. Or hold a gun to 
their head for hours until their shit and tears and sweat get to be 
too much for even me to stand anymore and then I'd die. The best 
thing that | have come up with lately is to call the guy up on the 
phone and ask him why he never calls when he says he's going to, 
or remind him of his millions of short-comings and transgressions 
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against our relationship, or accuse him of something that | know I’m 
right about that he will never admit, and when he starts screaming 
at me again like he always does, calling me a fucking bitch and he 
doesn't owe me a goddamn thing BANG! And he would never get 
over it, and | would just be dead on the phone. | imagine he would 
feel sort of impotent for a long time after, unable to fuck away his 
guilt. Because | don’t see any reason in dying unless you can prove a 
point at the same time. 

How guns have become part of my American Dream: He is six 
feet of heaven in a Camero, he picks me up early when the air is 
cold and still and we drive out together, Zeppelin in the tape player 
and beers in the back sweating through the paper bag and though 
it’s still so early I've got my legs stretched out over him, feet in his 
lap and | keep digging down his jeans with my toes while dipping 
my head in and out of the open window behind me, letting the 
wind grab my hair all the while trying to keep the cherry on my 
smoke from getting sucked out the window and maybe a couple of 
sad songs come on the radio and we get quiet, at least until I throw. 
my balance forward to suck on his dear neck. We drive out far and 
by the time we get there it's hot, like it always gets, dusty and 
remote. 

And we shoot guns out there, barefoot and tough, and get the 
kind of drunk you can only get when you start drinking too early in 
the day, watching our feet turn gray from the dust and me throwing 
my arms around his neck and him lifting me up, my feet dangling 
while 1 kiss him fierce, and l've got one hand on the back of his neck 
and a Marlboro and a gun in the other. We fall asleep there, his 
head on my stomach, content, sun heating 
up the metal until it's too hot to touch. 

| would get my gun from a pawn shop 
because it would have a dirty history and | 
have none. I've tried to make my own. But, 
nothing is going to make me history until 
I'm gone. 

Number of boys who have written 
songs about me: Three. 

Number of girls who have written 
songs about me: One. 

The likelihood of these numbers 
increasing if | die soon: High. 

And when | think of all the times I've sat 
comatose on the couch unable to do anything 
but smoke and watch MTV and the Home 
Shopping Network and feel vaguely guilty, 
| think how naked | am without my gun. 

Because nothing's as pretty as a girl 
who needs to be saved, despite every- 
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thing. 

Except maybe a girl USAG 
who died moments : 
before rescue. Qed 





PAPA HABLA 


Parte Tres 


Without warning, on a rather hot, thick-aired day, my dad stopped by my house. 
Since he lives in the deepest darkest regions of the San Fernando Valley, and 
usually makes me drive there if | want to see him, it was quite an odd occurrence. 
| think he said the reason he came by was because he was lost. | don't know — it 
made sense to me at the time, sorta. My dad sorta makes sense, sometimes. And 
other times | just think he is full of tired rhetoric and inane limitations, that he 
holds on to for dear life — or death. So | decided, without warning, to pick his 
brain (what's left of it) on death and other almost-related subjects. As far as I'm 
concerned, the way he lives his life is an open invitation for kickin' it and so he 
should be an expert on the subject. Besides, this is a man who, for as long as | 
can remember, has been pushing the concept that “If you don’t ‘make it’ by the 
time you're 30, it’s all over. After that,” he says, “all you're doing is regurgitating 
things over and over again.” And | believe him. Or at least | believe that’s how he 
feels. And | believe it's a great relief for him to think that way. Makes it a lot easier 


— a much smoother transition into death. 


This impromptu interview/conversation commences as Darby tells her 
father he can't smoke in her home. Let's just say he’s quite peeved. 


Dad: Fuck non-smoking 

Darby: We don’t want to affect the machinery, 
it’s very sensitive. 

Alright, let's go downstairs where we don't give a shit 
about machinery. Remember, non-smokers cause the 
budget to be unbalanced. How many times have | told 
you, people who live a long time screw up the American 
economy? You should have the decency to croak at a 
nice age, when you're only worthless anyway. Well, I'm 
hitting that point. I'm ready to kick the bucket any minute. 
Bye dad. 

It's been nice knowing you 

Why are you proud that you’re ready to kick the 
bucket any minute? 

I'm not proud 

What do you mean? 

Nothing, it's just there. Here you are in a world where you 
demand freedom, all your rights... 

What, ’cause | don’t take advantage of smoking 
in my home? 

No, | don't care whether you smoke in your office. Here 
comes your father... 

Well, sometimes | let people smoke in there, 
it’s just... 

It's just your father doesn't count . 

Right. 

We go to my dad's car. | ask him "Why are we sitting in 
your car?" He lights up a cigarette and says, “This is the 
last vestige of my life.” 

So, what do you want to ask me? 

Why are you so okay with almost being dead? | 
mean you must be, since you've been on that 
road all these years and you haven't changed 
your mind about it. 

What road? 

A road of self-destruction. 


Have | self-destructed? 

Dad, look at you. What do you think that is? 
You're the most unfit, unhealthy thing I've ever 
seen in my life and the only thing you have to 
say is, "After thirty it's all over, oh well... just 
remember that kid." 

(laughing) Why, you getting close to thirty? 

Yeah, but I’m not gonna feel like you did at 
thirty. 

Oh. | didn't feel that bad at thirty, except | was married 
and had children. 

Well, I'm not gonna feel that bad at thirty. 
(laughing) No, | didn’t feel bad... let's see. 
five... no... you're right... | hit thirty. 

And what happened? 

At the age of thirty, let's see, | weighed one hundred and 
forty nine pounds. | was wearing horrendously bell-bot- 
tomed pants; one of those male/female jeans — Britannia 
or Faded Glory or one of those. 

Big side burns? 

Well, | always had big side burns 

We were the '70s family, man — kinda scary 
when | look at some of those pictures. 

Yeah, but | wasn't a 70s guy, | was a '60s guy. | was an 
anti-'60s guy. | didn't really care for the music of the '70s, 
except very few pieces. You can imagine the culture 
shock of waiting for Bo Didley to come on the radio and 
hearing Shawn Cassidy instead. (laughing) It didn't make 
life worthwhile. Wondering “what am | living for," at that 
point, was understandable. 

So that was when it started going down hill, 
when Shawn Cassidy was on the air? 

Don' laugh, you had a poster up on your wall 

1 didn't have a poster on the wall, you wouldn't 
let me put posters on the wall. | had the record. 
Thats right, you did. God, that was a horrible time, 


thirty 


It's not that I’m afraid to die, I just don’t want to be there when it happens. -Woody Allen 


wasn't it? 

So what happened?! 

| don’t know! 

What do you mean you don’t know? 

| really don't know. 75..... | think | became a responsible 
human being at that point. 

What do you mean? 

| had to make money. | had to do things. 

Didn’t you have to before? 

No, like you, just enough to pay the rent. 

So, why at that age? You mean, you couldn’t do 
it creatively anymore, or what? 

Well no, actually, | became more creative when | did 
those things. '74, '75, | opened four stores. Your mother 
wanted a condo — (under breath) | hated it. | was more 
productive in the '70s. 

So, is that what burned you out? 

I don't know, dear. You're asking me questions... | can't 
remember what burned me out. 

Dad, | mean, it’s not like you didn't do a lot, it's 
just that as the years have gone on, you’ve done 
things and none of them have to do with you. 
Right, that's absolutely true. It has to do with supplying 
the family with money and security, and things like that. 
So what's the use when in the end you're gonna 
die and that’s what you lived for? | don’t under- 
stand? 

Well, you try. There's a lot of bullshit in life. . that “you're 
productive your whole life." And they'll throw grandma 
Moses at you, you know, her stuff is ugly as shit anyway. 
Like “you can do great things as you get older.” But, fuck, 
about the only fuckin’ thing you can do when you get 
older is press the button on the bed so that it comes up. 
| mean, that’s it. There's nothing you can do when you get 
older. Your mind goes, everything fuckin' goes. 

The way you live your life, that’s true. You've 
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already planned your destiny, because you’re 
living just like all those people who end up ina 
bed pushing a button. 

No! [Recently] | lived up in Utah. The people up in Utah 
are into healthy Mormon eating and shit like that, and 
they live forever. They live for-ever. | mean eighty-five is 
normal for them. They're all healthy... and what do they 
do? They take the snow off their sidewalk, go to church, 
and that's it. What creative things are they doing? What 
are they doing? 

I never said that the Mormon lifestyle is what 
the goal should be. | don't really know if there's 
anything worthwhile they're doing. 

Most of your creative stuff is done by the time you're 
thirty-five or forty, after that you just repeat yourself. You 
just repeat yourself. That's what I'm doing right now. l'm 
much better at repeating myself than when | was young. 
‘Cause | was stupid when | was young, and | can be so 
much more successful now. 

Isn't that what everyone does, from being able 
to speak, to what they speak of, repeating what 
is out there anyway, what has been force-fed 
them? 

Absolutely. What do you want me to do that is going to 
make me different? | mean, you want me to work-out 
somewhere? 

That's not what this is really leading to, I'm just 
saying, looking at you and the way you talk, it 
sounds like you've given up, and the only things 
you can do are centered around money and sup- 
plying for your family. It doesn't seem to have 
that much meaning, ! don't think. It has some 
What is different about your life? 

I don’t think I’m going in that same direction. 
Okay, but let's go some twenty-odd years in the future. 
So you're producing Ben is Really Dead at that point. 
What are you going to do twenty-five years in the future? 
Well, I| doubt PII be doing a magazine. | won’t 
be having my second family or my first, that 
would drain all my energy. So I'd probably be a 
really smart, strong, rad chick. 

(laughing) Ohhhh, my ass! Get real. If you didn't have a 
family for security or whatever it is and the aggravation 
of children, you'd probably be tortured by some idiotic 
boyfriend instead of being tortured by some daughter or 
Son. There's no damn difference between it, but the fact 
is you would have played this game before. 

Yeah, but I don’t need it. I've played the game 
before. ! don't really need the game. 

Yeah, but that's the point. The point is, you're a really 
Creative individual until thirty-five, maybe forty. That's 
when you have the power. You feel the power inside you, 
everything works. It's like a basketball player, or a base- 
ball player — all of a sudden they realize their physical 
body, even though they're becoming smarter, they can't 
do what they used to do. 

Well, | think you can do different things. | think 
you've limited it, the ways you can grow. And 
you can't get that feeling anymore because 
you're all crudded up inside. 

What is that from? 

That's from laying on the couch, watching TV, 
moaning and rolling around and eating every- 
thing in sight, until you're this round ball. And 
I don’t know why you imagine that that's the 
way everyone has to be. 

Okay, I'll accept that. 

And ! use you and mom as great examples for 
things | don’t want to be, in a lot of ways. 
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Oh, but she's creative, she's changed. 

She is, but she's still a total fuckin' kook who 
is not wanting to believe that she's a kook. If 
she understood she was a kook and accepted 
it, she wouldn’t have all those hang-ups. I’m 
[finally] okay with saying I’m crazy and | can get 
beyond it, and not have to live on Prozac and 
pop pills all my life to try to change or hide the 
fact. Like, be in touch with your craziness — 
she’s a million miles away from it. 

Okay, but | don't... | would never use any drugs, except 
my cigarettes. 

Well, I’m saying, | take the worst of you both 
and | use those every day. Like | take your 
roundness and your crud and your TV watching 
and do everything | can to be a million miles 
away from that. And | take mom’s previous pill 
popping and psychotic denial and | don’t pop 
pills and I’m very proud of being psychotic. | 
think every woman should be proud of being 
psychotic, but that’s another story. 

You're saying | should do something but you don't know 
what that something is. 

Well, | mean, | wouldn’t have had kids, but then 
I wouldn't be here to tell you that. 

Yeah, but that would be against the way | feel. 

I don’t know. How can I tell you “yeah, go work- 
out,” because you’d have to totally change 
your concept of what you are, and you’re not in 
touch with any of those sides. The closest is 
when you’re playing sports or something. When 
| push myself physically, I’m able to see things 
totally differently. 

What do you see differently? 

It’s one of the places | can step outside myself 
and look at the big picture, which is hard for 
me to do when I’m here and I’m working or 
trying to have a boyfriend or stuff like that. | 
get totally caught up in it and | can’t see any- 
thing else. 

Well, | do it in a different way. See, you have a vision, 
and you lay it on everybody else that they should feel the 
exact same way. In fact, | was never into that kind of 
thing, you've got to understand that. Where | came from, 
fighting, competition, those were the things that were 
important. My feelings have always been that we aren't 
this dainty society. Older people are older people. They 
don't have to run up and down the street for no damn 
good reason, not even to catch a fucking bus. Just run 
up and down the street, that’s not what | do well, it never 
has been. Yes, | like to play sports. 

Running back and forth to catch a ball, what’s 
the difference? 

Well, sports are a way of winning. 

What do you win? 

The feeling of winning. Instead of killing somebody and 
winning, you beat them at sports, that's a man type of 
thing. Don't worry about it, you will never get that 
feeling. | don't think women have any concept of what 
winning is all about. 

Oh, really. You don’t think | do? 

No. | don't think a woman can even express what a man 
feels about winning. I’m not talking about all your new 
age men, ‘cause you know how | feel about them. | would 
put them with the women. Anybody who can't enjoy a 
baseball game, just put them with the women, or some- 
thing very close to it. 

But | enjoy playing sports and winning. 

Yes, but it's not alike. 

(like winning against men more than anything. 


Maybe | like winning against men better, 
*cause | know what it does to them. 

(Laughing) Yes, now that | can believe. Hurting men is a 
preoccupation with women. That has nothing to do with 
what men do. No matter where you would go, anywhere 
in the world, when men are treated like what they are, 
men, there's that competition. When you take that out of 
men and everybody's supposed to be nice, and we can't 
Shoot guns and we can't smoke and we can't act like 
men, then we act like women, and | don't accept that. 
That's ridiculous. What do you mean "act like 
women?" 

Most of the men that | have met, that you deal with, act 
like women 

What are these characteristics? | don't think 
you've hung out with any guys | hang out with 
long enough to... 

There's nothing wrong with these men, don't get me 
wrong. They're needed in the world... They're more 
artsy men. It's obvious, in your business, that's who 
you're going to meet. Those types of men give you a dis- 
torted view of what men go for. 

So a man who has kids and goes to a baseball 
game is a better kind of man? 

Not a better kind of man, he is a different kind of man. It 
is the men who are not allowed anymore to act like men. 
| mean, look, we're sitting out here in a fucking car, 
because we don't smoke. Basically that is what society is 
all about. We're taking away all the things that...1 enjoy. 
Yeah, but your whole idea about smoking, how 
can any resolution be made, when all you look 
at is what you enjoy and that somebody's not 
letting you do it? You can smoke all you want, 
I don't understand what the problem is. 

| can smoke all | want if | go off outside, sit in corners. 
$0? What if every new age person wanted to 
stand on a table and preach all day long in your 
favorite restaurant, anywhere they wanted, 
your place of work, whatever. He's talking 
talking talking all day, and you're like, "You're 
contaminating my god damn ears, so shut the 
fuck up!” 

You see, you're trying to change reality. The reality is 
that the natural order is being changed. 

$o what's wrong with change? You're too old to 
deal with it? 

That's right. I'm not only too old, but | see the conse- 
quences of the change. The change is very dramatic to 
me. Where | come from, a man is not considered a man 
until he has a child. 

| think a man should be a man before he has 
kids. 

No, he's not a completed man until he has kids. That's 
obvious, he can't be. You can be a very successful bach- 
elor and it has nothing to do with being a man or per- 
petuating society. 

That is your view. 

You always come back to that. You believe that every- 
body should be equal. There should be no society, just 
equal parts of that society 

I don’t say that. 

Yes you do. A new age person has the same right as a 
person who has five thousand years of history. 

What are you saying? 

I'm saying that | am the last generation. It's the change- 
over generation, between the way families and respect 
were and this generation where all of those things are 
gone. | am the only generation that is not going to have 
a situation where the family continues. It ends with me. 
The next generation doesn't believe in that. It's a tremen- 
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dous change. 

There are plenty of people in “my generation” 
that are having kids and have white picket fences 
and want to live the '50s family-thing out. 

But they haven't accepted any of the rules of the pre- 
ceding generation. 

You didn't either. You got a divorce, that was a 
new thing. 

No it wasn't. It wasn't a common everyday thing, but... 
Well, then what’s the use of a family? Then just 
have kids without one. 

See, that's the point. There's no family now. It's not like 
you can go over to the family where grandpa has a role 
to play in bringing up the grandchildren. 
That's dead. If the grandfather even says 
boo about the grandchild, instead of 
respect, he's thrown out of the house. I've 
been brought up to be the grandfather, 
but | can't be the grandfather. 

Is that why your time of growing is 
over? You have no usefulness 
except for kids? 

That's right — once the kids are grown up, 

| have no usefulness. 

Why? Don't you wonder that per- 
haps you avoided all the other 
things that could have possibly 
been your usefulness? Do you 
really think everyone's goal in the 
world is to have kids? 

You'd have to answer that question. Did | 
try to direct you to a religious way of 
thinking, or a family oriented way of 
thinking? You'd have to answer that. Did 
Mail? 

Answer the question of why you 
think that having children is the 
only thing that gave you meaning. 
One: That is the way | was brought up. 
Two: That is the system that | believe 
works. Today it doesn't work, but it's 
coming from the children not allowing it 
to work. 

In the very very end, what's the 
use in it at all anyway? 

Well, let's put it this way, when my 
grandfather was alive, if he had a problem 
his seven daughters and seven son-in- 
laws would come to his aid. When | get to be his age... 
So that’s the whole thing. People have kids so 
that when they get older they'll have them 
around. 

That's why they have family, yes. 

What's the use of living your life to get social 
security? 

No, no, no. It's for love of the family. But you see the 
family... 

But the families are all divorced and apart, 
most of them, and you were a part of that. So 
what does that mean? You won't even talk to 
mom, so what is this "love of the family." 

The divorce picture has always existed in our society. 
So, you contributed to it and it doesn't seem to 
go along with your other concepts of things. 
How does that change the respect of the family? The 
family still remains, it may be split up but it still remains. 
But | doubt you have a friend who's going to say, "Well 
| can't come over, my sisters and |, we're going over to 
our father's house, ‘cause he’s not feeling well.” That is 
not going to happen. 


So the most important thing in life is to have 
kids, so you have security? 

It has nothing to do with security. I have Bill Clinton, I 
don't need anybody. (Laughing) If | get sick, the little 
fucker is going to come over and take care of me. 
Whatever | need, Bill Clinton is going to take care of me. 
But that doesn't have anything to do with family. The 
Point of being old is what? Travel around the United 
States in a camper? / don't think so. 

That’s the dream of so many in your generation. 
No. It's not a dream of my generation. My generation, 
and my grandfather's generation, and my great great 
grandfather's generation was to work every day of our 
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lives, and then drop dead — it was okay. And thats 
exactly what I'm doing. But the point is, you expect me 
at the age of forty-eight to be out there playing softball 
and | can't do it, physically, anymore. Nobody in my 
family has ever gotten social security because they've all 
died 

Yeah, but they probably were all able to work to 
the end because they probably all did physical 
labor, or something. 

Yeah, my father worked unloading ships. My grandfather 
was a gangster. It's a very difficult thing, stealing money 
and doing shit like that. But the fact is, they both died 
before they were sixty-five. So what? So they did phys- 
ical labor. I'm forty-eight and I've never done physical 
labor. I'm in as good a shape as they were. Yeah, you 
may not believe it. 

What do you mean? You wouldn’t even be able 
to lift a box. 

Well, when my father hit forty-eight, he became a super- 
visor and he couldn't lift a box either. And my grandfa- 
ther at the age of forty-eight became a banker for Meyer 
Lansky and Bugsy Siegel. 


So all that shows me is | have to work my ass 

off not to.... 

You could certainly, physically, 'cause the women in our 

family live until they kill every man within sight, and they 

live to be seventy-five or eighty, no problemo. My 

mother died at an earlier age ‘cause she didn't want to 

keep herself fit. But the women in our family have always 

lived forever. The men in the family have a tendency to 

die between the age thirty-five and sixty-five. 

So when you die, are you going to be happy with 

everything you've done? 

| did what was necessary, and | tried to do it in a moral 

way. Will | feel bad that | died at the age of sixty-five? No, 

there's no problem with that. But am | 
gonna be sorry that I'm watching the 
next generation lose their family? 
Yeah, I'm gonna be very sorry, because 
that's the only reason to have a society. 
And | only have one daughter left to 
teach the right thing. 
You always tie morality with 
religion and I’ve never agreed 
with that. 
What happens is, you take a look at 
religion and you look at it at level one. 
Level one is the stories like the parting 
of The Red Sea. And you look upon 
that story, a story that is told to little 
children, and you turn around and say, 
“How can they imagine that the Red 
Sea parted? Religion is stupid." But 
everybody in our religion knows that 
it's the story given to children. The 
next step up is to be taught what that 
story means. The new age people who 
stop at the story for little children and 
then turn around and make fun of the 
religion are no more intelligent, prob- 
ably a lot less, than the six year old 
that the story was meant for. 
Is it through religion that all 
these ideas have to be taught? 
Or do you have to believe in the 
religion to learn from them? 
You have to see that after five thousand 
years of human history, of our history, 
that to, in one generation, turn around 
and say our five thousand years that 

have been passed down, are totally invalid and, in it's 

place, give me this crap about equality. 

Why do morals have to be religious? What if 

you're not religious but are more moral than 

any religious person in the world? What does 

that say? 

If you were more moral than any religious person in the 

world, you would join a religion 

Why? 

Because your basic philosophy of morality doesn't work 

with one individual person 

Why...? 

Because every person has their own morality. That's the 

problem. 

Everybody has their own version of religion too. 

There are many people that are Jewish that are 

very immoral. So what is the use of this rule if 

it's not one hundred percent? Why is that a bad 

thing to have everybody individually believe in 

morals without having a religion? 

Because the laws and the way you treat people comes 

down to the lowest common denominator, instead of the 
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highest attainable goal. Unless everybody agrees on cer- 
tain rules of conduct, which religions do, then nobody 
knows how to act 

1 don't see that the religions are giving these 
rules properly, and many of the religions are 
totally corrupt. 

That's bullshit. You're still at level one of religion 

No, because your whole idea is hiding the prob- 
lems in these things. 

No. You keep saying that but it's not what our religion 
teaches. 

You're saying you need religion to set the rules, 
but the rules don't work with all the religions 
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No, I'm deciding from a five thousand year history uni- 
verse. 

But things change. 

No, people don't change. 

The first person in this five thousand year his- 
tory had to be someone who was sitting with 
someone just like you, going, "It can't change, 
we've been around this long and now we're all 
going to die." And you're like that because you 
can't deal with anything changing. So the non- 
religious new age person who may be like the 
most moral person in the whole goddamn entire 
planet, let's say, is a horrible person because 


You can imagine the culture shock of waiting for 
Bo Diddley to come on the radio and hearing 


Shawn Cassidy instead. Wondering "what am 1 
living for" at that point, was understandable. 





the same way, and some people within each 
religion don't follow the rules. There's going to 
be certain people who live up to these rules, 
regardless to whether they're religious or not. I 
don’t think the rules necessarily have to be 
connected to religion, because it’s obviously 
not working now. We’re going through a 
change, because your way hasn’t worked. 

No. If you were to go into New York City, and you were 
going to choose a neighborhood to walk down in the 
middle of the night, | can assure you that the one place 
you would walk would be a Hasidic neighborhood. 

I’ve been in them in Brooklyn — they’re in sham- 
bles. They’re really scary even in the daytime. 
Scary, because you're afraid you're going to be attacked 
by a Hasidic Jew? 

Well, they’re not all Hasidic Jews. 

Ahh. So, the question I'm asking is who are you afraid of, 
the religious person or the non-religious person preying 
on the religious person? If | were going to choose, | 
would choose a Hasidic Jewish neighborhood. | would 
choose a Pennsylvania-Dutch neighborhood. | would 
take a Mormon neighborhood. | can assure you, at no 
time would | go through an atheist neighborhood or one 
of these “only go to church when somebody gets shot- 
up” neighborhoods. 

Sounds like the kind of guys you’re into, the 
men who like to go to the baseball games and 
be the manly man who likes to win, that’s the 
kind of man I'd be scared of. 

Why? 

"Cause those are usually the hostile men. 
You're always taking it out of context. I'm not saying to 
you, we win for our own pleasure. You forgot the second 
premise | said, the family. Yes, a man wants to win. Two, 
a man is only complete when he has a family — obvi- 
ously he wants to win for his family. And that family 
begins to extend to his community and his country and 
so on and so forth. It’s exactly the opposite, the new age 
type of person cares only for himself. 

Why is it considered they only care for them- 
selves if they’re looking at moral issues and are 
deciding for themselves... 

Because they decided within their own universe. 

As far as l'm concerned you're deciding in your 
own universe. 
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they don’t believe in the things that have been 
set up for them to believe in. They don’t want 
to put faith in a religion in order to change, 
they want to put it in themselves. 

But their changes have now been going on for thirty 
years. While | was growing up, | was the beginning of 
that generation. | was the beginning. If you go into the 
sixties, the peace movement, the flower-power, that was 
the beginning of the movement 

So, things don’t change immediately. 

Ah, but I've watched them destroy everything that they 
had control of 

They were mostly idiots on drugs. 

The point is, a lot of them went into education because 
they wanted to stay out of the draft They've taken over 
our education system, and nothing in education works 
anymore. They've taken over the social services and the 
welfare. They've taken over the government. Everything 
they have has failed 

So, do you have any more comments on death? 
It's just that that, what's his name, Anton shithead? He's 
a scumbucket. | mean, there is a man who has made a 
living in promoting everybody out for himself. And he's 
a worthless piece of shit 

He was from your generation. 

Yes, | know. | read all of his books, and | disagreed with 
them, but again, you say it was my generation. 

Well, you include my generation with all these 
new age hippie freaks... 

No, because that was my age too. We have a very 
common time. ! personally believe a person's generation 
is that era between the ages of sixteen and twenty-one: 
After twenty-one they ain't worth shit anyway. They get 
out of college and realize it's not a free ride anymore and 
then their generation changes. My generation would be 
from '60-'61 to around '66. It was a very traumatic time. 
The people | knew split up into two warring groups, 
which is the same as it is today. The flower-power type 
people, who believed in love and peace and anti-gov- 
ernment, and those people are the people who are run- 
ning the government. They re Bill Clinton. That's who's 
running the government. Theye that '60s generation. 1 
mean, he was off dodging the draft, talking with commu- 
nists in Europe. That was my generation, and the oppo- 
site generation was “Nuke ‘em Now,” with the Goldwater 
people, which would be your Rush Limbaugh-type 


people. And you had this giant separation between these 
two views, and | didn’t hold to either view. | was against 
the war because it was immoral and the President had 
lied, which, of course, how could we believe a president 
would lie? Kennedy had come on TV and told us how we 
had to go to Vietnam or the domino effect would kill us 
all. And then after he was killed, Johnson kept on lying 
about the war. He had run on a ticket to stop the war, 
“Stop Kennedy's War,” and of course he increased the 
war by at least five or six times within a few years. And 
started all those social programs that are ruining us 
today: Medicare, MediCal, aid to pregnant bimbos, and 
all this other fuckin’ shit that has destroyed the family. 
And we've spent god knows how many trillions of dol- 
lars, and there are more people today that are poor than 
there were then. And obviously if we had taken the 
amount of money and put it in a bank account, every 
poor person in America could be retired and living in a 
mansion. But poverty never goes away, does it? It just 
never goes away. It's impossible, because the system 
sucks. The family is what keeps people moving, the 
motivation of men to work. All of the things that are 
important in my generation and five thousand years 
before me, is what made things work and everybody's 
tearing them down and then twirling around and saying, 
“What's going wrong?" | could name a lot of things that 
are going wrong and it has nothing to do with money... 
You don’t think the idea of these men that want 
to win, being behind these big corporations and 
playing monopoly with the world, has a part in 
it? Like Rockefeller on... 

Absolutely. Those are not moral individuals. They don't 
abide by, in my case, Jewish morality. ... I'm not saying 
that there will never be an evil person if you have reli- 
gion. Religion states that there are evil people, and that 
we have to ostracize them from our society, and society 
has to control these individuals. But, the new age thing 
changes the rules. They say there are no rules, or every 
rule has to be eliminated because one person is bad. "If 
could only save one person." 

I think that’s stupid. | don’t hear anyone saying 
this. 

Well | hear them say it when it comes to guns. 

But then | see Rush Limbaugh saying the same 
thing, “There’s nothing wrong with big busi- 
ness, and they should grow as much as they 
want to and need to. And it’s these stupid 
hippie new agers who want everyone to have 
everything equal.” 

We have laws that were passed during Roosevelt's era – 
those laws said that if your business got too much con- 
trol of a specific business, then the anti-trust laws would 
stop you. Because actual capitalism requires small enti- 
ties. So, anti-trust would have stopped them. Now, some 
of the anti-trust laws work, like breaking up the Bell 
system. But when it comes to banks... we never had large 
banks, we always had small banks all over the country, so 
that wouldn't happen. But that doesn't matter anymore, 
whether you have little banks or big banks, the rules are 
so big that it's the equivalent of having a monopoly. In 
either case the people who set the rules are the federal 
government. They come in with all the forms. When you 
go to your local banker he sells his mortgage, as soon as 
he writes it up, to Freddy Mack. Which is a huge con- 
glomerate set up by the Democrats, not the Republicans. 
Not that I'm a Republican, I'm not... | am saying that, in 
the 1890s Rockefeller, and all these guys, fucked people. 
But politicians made rules and laws to stop these big 
shit-heads from doing what they did. They set up taxes so 
that you couldn't pass giant businesses on. 


When childhood dies its corpses are called adults -Brian Aldiss 
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Why did they need these laws if they had religion? 
Religion is just the rules of the society, so everyone 
knows how to act within that society. 

You have to understand that | actually think 
religion is very important, because it gives all 
these people their little thing. They have their 
security in their religion and they’re happy. 
They go to church on Sunday and it gives them 
their reasons for living, and perhaps, it gives 
them some “morals,” where without religion 
they wouldn’t have anything at all. 

Well, | can agree with you in one sense. I'm not saying 
that religion by itself is the answer. All I'm saying is that 
there are laws, governmental laws, and then there are 
moral laws, and the government can't set up morals, 
that's obvious. They can't write a law that says, if a 
person gets run over in the street, you have to run out 
and risk your life to help that person. But religion on the 
other hand, can say that saving a life is the most funda- 
mental part of the religion. It can state that, and doing 
something like risking your life to save another life, 
would be part of a religion that could not be part of a law, 
so that the two are required to be together. When you 
want to allow everybody to make up their own laws, then 
society just doesn't function. If a person is up on a roof 
and he wants to jump and kill himself, it can't be that five 
people below are yelling “Oh god no!" and five people 
are yelling "Jump!" That's what we have now. It should 
be, that if five people say "Jump," everybody in that 
community would say, "We don't want you in our com- 
munity. You're disgusting. You have broken the moral 
conduct that our community demands. Get out." 

I know but, this is where psychotic religious 
rulers come in, because it’s given the commu- 
nity so much power over anything that dis- 
agrees with them. It’s like the Twilight Zone 
where that community freaks out accusing 
each other, “You’re the alien!” 

But the opposite is what you have now. Look at what you 
have. Is it safe? Do you feel good? Is it something you 
would want to pass on to the next generation? 

No, but I’m not saying ! wouldn't want things to 
change, but | don't think your ways really have 
the solutions that you claim. 

Okay, but my generation and your generation have had 
thirty years of playing with society and destroying it. | 
would say, at this point and time, that we know what this 
philosophy is going to get us. We knew it even during 
the ‘60s. | mean, we weren't stupid. As soon as the 
flower-power people took over San Francisco, within a 
year or two the evil people took over San Francisco's 
flower-power people. Because they were easy pickings. 
So what came from flower-power was Manson, what 
came from love is Anton Satan. He came from their 
openness. The fact that they had nothing protecting them 
allowed him to take over. 

| found it interesting that he was from San 
Francisco. 

Of course. 

He wouldn't stand out as much in LA. 

And in New York they would have fucking run him over. 
But the innocent were destroyed by the evil, because 
they have no protection. They're the ones that need reli- 
gion. It's not the evil that need religion. 

| think it’s the naive that need religion. 

The naiveté of people. People who are good almost 
always have the fundamental belief that all other people 
are just as good, that's their problem. The flower people, 
| mean, it didn't help them to be stoned half the time 
either...but the point is, they wanted to live a simple 
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Garden of Eden life. And got the same message: In every 
Garden of Eden there's a serpent. Anton Satan or Charles 
Manson or whoever, they are drawn to a Garden of Eden. 
And you can repeat history over and over again and you 
will always have that same thing. Religion is not there to 
protect the evil, or to stop the evil, but to protect the 
good, and from that point throw out the evil. You will 
always have a guy who's going to go for the power. And 
you'll always need an anti-control type of legislation. 
Evil will be there, but the innocent can not be protected 
when everybody has individual rights and individual this 
and that. And allowing all these crazy people to group 
together to stop other people from doing things that have 
been done for years and years: White men can not 
smoke, but Indians have that right. This is the perversion 
of today's society. 

That's not the case. You're just scared because 
you can't smoke in every single place and in 
anyone's face that you want to. 

No, | don't care about that. | would never smoke in 
someone else's face anyway. 

Well, you wanted to smoke in my house, in my 
face, and were totally offended that you 
couldn't. 

No, that you had changed rules. 

You can smoke anywhere you want, you have 
this whole outside, there's miles and miles and 
miles. And we're in your car and you're 
smoking...so you're able to smoke. You're just 
a big baby, and you're addicted and you can't 
get your fix and you want to cry and complain 
about it, that someone is not letting you get 
your fix. 

Well, | don't know that that would be it. 

It's only because right now you have a cigarette 
ready to be lit and if you didn't you'd be like, 
“Fine, that’s it!” 

I don't think so dear. | think that I'm infuriated by the fact 
of everything changing around me for no apparent 
feason. 

The thing about smoking, | don’t think it’s 
changing for the worse. It’s like, why always 
spend conversations looking at extremes, and I 
guess the only reason is so you can find where 
it’s going to end up in the middle. There is 
going to be a change, and it’s going to bounce 
off both extremes. It’s going to be, if there’s 
other people around you that don’t want you to 
smoke then you’re not going to have the right to 
smoke in their face. 

No, | don’t think that's where it's going to end. | wish that 
was true. | must admit, I've had a bad couple of weeks, 
eliminating my guns and my smoking... 

Why your guns? 

Well, again, it goes back to a generational promise that 
was made after World War Il. | believe that my genera- 
tion made a promise, for all eternity, that we would never 
allow what happened in World War Il to happen again. 
And what happened in World War Il is that my people 
were unarmed and couldnt defend themselves against 
the Germans. And | will never be unarmed. And anybody 
in my family who is Jewish and unarmed, males of 
course, are a failure in my opinion. Are instantaneously 
a failure to the religion. | mean, the obvious conclusion 
of being unarmed, of allowing the Second Amendment 
to disappear, is exactly the same thing that happened to 
us in the '30s and ‘40s — and | can not accept that. | can 
not accept that within a few years | will be a criminal. | 
know that if a police officer came to my house and told 
me to give him all my guns, | know in my heart I'd kill 


him. With a full memory of Auschwitz and Dachau - | 
would kill him right on the spot. There wouldn't even be 
a question, that | would be defending my people against 
what was going to happen. 

What if your son became a police officer and 
did that? 

A Jewish police officer — | should hope not. 

He’s not Jewish. 

I'd kill him, as a traitor. But, of course, | would tell him 
beforehand: I’ve made it very clear to everyone in my 
family how | fee! about that. Jews do not hunt, so | don't 
have a gun for hunting. We do not kill animals because 
they would suffer. We eat only Kosher animals that have 
to be killed in one shot. 

But | believe in today’s world, that Kosher 
methods prove to be the most hideous to the 
animals. 

Why don't we go to a slaughter house. If you go to a 
Kosher house, and they miss, that's what they serve at 
the A & P, at supermarkets. It has to be clean-cut. That's 
why we don't hunt. We don't shoot because if the shot is 
not a clean kill it would not be Kosher. 

Well | don’t think the rule holds true to the way 
most animals are killed these days. 

Bullshit. 

You want to go to a Hebrew National plant? 

I've worked in one of those types of plants — a friend of 
mine owned one. | did time and motion studies at meat 
packing plants with my friend all the time. | know damn 
well that with a rabbi supervising the killing of the 
animal, the animal was not in pain. It was clean-cut, and 
if it was not clean-cut the animal would not be eaten. 

I don’t think that that holds true today. 

Again, is the plant moral? 

Okay, but we're talking about the way Kosher 
food is prepared and no other food right now. 

| can't picture this horrible suffering that you're talking 
about. | mean, there may be occasions where it is, but 
that doesn't make the rule. You just can't find an excep- 
tion to the rule and say,"See? It's all bogus.” No, the fact 
is they're trying to do something that is right. You can't 
tear it apart because some person or some plant does it 
wrong. You have to stop that plant and that person. And 
you've got to remember that there are different types of 
Jewish. ..different rabbis, maybe one rabbi is bad. 
Well, maybe he's going to be the rabbi that's 
down below the building yelling “Jump!” 

Hon, | gotta go home. And remember, women are the 
head of the house. 

I know – | am. 

And men are the head of the family — | am. 
Congratulations dad, for being the head of the 
family. Okay. Well, you have fun there. 

When | kick the bucket should | give you all my books? 
Yeah, I'll take them. 

No, you see, you've got to convert. 

Uh, | don’t think so. 

Oh, then I'll give them to Teresa, | still have a chance 
with her. (laughter) 

Yeah, probably. And I'll write an article on 
“How to be ‘moral’ without being a Jew.” 

My dad starts up his jeep, and starts choking. 

| love you very much (cough cough). 

You do? 

What, are you afraid I'm going to die? That's because you 
have no religion, you're afraid. ... Deborah, we are a tree, 
okay? A tree, with roots. As long as | pass on something 
better, | don’t know if | have or not, that will be up to you 
to decide, then I've done my job. Don't kill the damn tree 
is what I'm saying. x 


The general outlook is not that the person has died but that the person has lived. -William Buchanan 
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Denth of the Ban 


by Falling James 





Men have never been cool. They're hairy, 
loud, dim-witted, violent, and icky to be near. 
There's really nothing that they do better than 
women except for dunking bas- 
ketballs. On the other hand, 
we've always had to respect 
men, if not actually like them. 
It's not because they did 
anything to actually to earn 
that respect; only that men 
have more powerful muscle 
mass, and “might makes 
right" — in this society. 

Not that men ever liked 
women, either, but they did 
need them - mostly for 
reproduction. Men were 
never able to share the 
, fruits of their power with 
women, but neither were 
they able to completely wipe out women from 
the face of the earth. That's only because 
women can have babies. The most men could 
actually accomplish was to psychically kill 
women, beat them down or up, rape them, 
pay them less money for working the same 
jobs, etc. As long as men kept women's 
















You see, men were smart enough to 
realize that they needed women to 
make more babies — preferably male babies. 

Thanks to the wonders of science, the 
equation is now reversed. Women, for the first 
time since the last matriarchies were 
destroyed, actually have more power than 
men. Not that most women are 
aware of this yet, but they'll 
find out. Because of artificial 
insemination and sperm banks, 
there really is no practical need 
for men anymore. Not only can 
sisters be doing it for them- 
selves, they can do it by them- 
selves. In other words, if every 
man died tomorrow, the human 
race could still continue. If every 
woman died tomorrow, you'd 
have a lot of little boys crying for 
their mommies. I think this is the 
real reason the right wing is so 
scared of “un-God like” creations like the test 
tube babies. Science has made men obsolete. 
And I say it’s about time! 

To put it in Star Trek terms: men are 
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bodies in semi-reasonable working condi- 
tions, the human race could continue. 4 


Klingons and women are Earthlings. A wom- 
an's private parts are mysterious, sexy, dark, 
inviting. A man's private part is like a large 
boil or cancerous formation growing illogi- 
cally from the pelvic area. 

Im surprised that women could ever 
stomach actually having sex with these 
boorish, furry, insensitive louts. Pretty people 
usually sleep with other pretty people. So why 
would women, who are : 
aesthetically pleasing, = а 
what with their soft, “+ P DAK 
seamless, natural curves, я ғ 
deign to hang out with, ч 
much less sleep with, 
these bulky, smelly 
mutants? I can only 
assume that it's a tragic 
result of controlled 
breeding. In the same way 
that you can cross-breed 
Saber tooth tigers until they eventually mutate 
into Siamese cats or twist redwood trunks 
until they become bonsai trees, men seem to 
have bred rebellious lesbian women out 

of the genetic mix. Several thousand 
years ago, men killed all the out- 
spoken women. Men were then able 
to find the one freakish woman 
who actually preferred having 
sex with men and they kept 
breeding her until most women eventually 
learned to "like" men. If a radical lesbian ever 
popped out of the genetic mix, she was called 
a witch and drowned. In other words, it ain't 
natural for a woman to be attracted 
to men. Talk about sleeping with 
the enemy! The women we see a 
around us today are the descen- ` 
dants of collaborators fucking with 
the oppressors. 

In the Lorena Bobbitt/John 
Wayne Bobbitt dichotomy, everyone 
loves Lorena. Yes, even men like 
Lorena. There's something sexy 
about being castrated. More 
importantly, any attention is like affec- 
tion; it’s better than being ignored. Except for 
her impulsive temper, Lorena seems like 
someone who'd be nice to hang out with. Does 
anybody really want to hang out with John 
Wayne Bobbitt? Drunken violent men are a 
dime a dozen. 

No, men are history. Nature is constantly 
re-inventing itself, improving itself. There was 
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Why fear death? Death is only a beautiful adventure. -Charles Frohman (minutes before the Luisitania sunk with him on it) 





























































a time when 
humans had 
to be hairier 
so they could 
survive the Ice 
Age. Hey, we've 
got coats now, 
and matches and 
lighters. A hairy 
man is an anachro- 
nism. It’s по 
¢ coincidence that a 
genetically more 
advanced race, 
such as the Native 
Americans, have 
evolved to having 
mostly hairless, 
smooth bodies. Like 
women. As people mutate, 
we will take on more of the characteristics of 
the higher nature around us - the smooth 
curve of the moon, the maternal tug of the 
ocean tides, the sleek, feminine shape of soft, 
rounded, pulchritudinous hillsides. 

There are more men who want to dress 
like women than there are women who dress 
like men. Oh, it may not seem that way in 
daily life because so much male cross-dressing 
is hidden. But for every brainwashed feminist 
wearing overalls and crew cuts, there's a 
thousand men dressing in drag behind bed- 
room doors. Once women become truly eman- 
cipated and empowered, you'll see less of this 
male wanna-be crap. You know, women 
wearing their boyfriends’ sports jerseys or 
bull dykes acting just as sexist and thug- 
gish as the men they imitate. Not only will 
men soon be history, but so will women 
who act like men. Once in power, women 
will celebrate the real femininity that 
they've had to hide. Instead of society 
being divided into the sym- 
bolic cheerleader vs. basketball 
player syndrome, everyone 
will be a cheerleader. No one 
will be keeping score, and 
everyone will be cheering each 
other on. Even basketball 
players will be dressed like 
Laker Girls, running up and down 
the court in frilly skirts hugging 
and kissing opponents whether 
they made a basket or not. 
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BEASTIES 


ATWATER, LOS ANGELES — 

Ad Rock: You guys heard about the aliens in L.A right? 
Kerin: No dude, there's aliens in Utah. 

Mike D.: That's where MCAS hangin, Utah. 


MCA: Yo! If they're the cool aliens Ill hang with ‘em. If they're the sicko 


aliens, | ain't down. 


AR; Yo, you know that the Mormons are down with the ailens. When 
you go up the canyons, they got secret James Bond tunnels cut in the 
rock, It's all protected, they keep their records like five or ten stories 


underground. You know something's up. 

MD: What's gonna stop the aliens from getting to their records? 
MCA: Maybe they're down with the aliens. 

MD: Now you're making a connection. 

MCA: Really, you think they re aliens in Utah? 


The libertarian who ran for President said that all the tax- 
payer money should go to release aliens trapped under- 


ground in CIA bases in Utah. 


MCA: Let me tell you guys, if | come back and it doesn't seem like it's 


really quite me, something s up. 


MD: Okay. | wanna know, is it possible that if | die | could come back 


as an alien? 
1guess it's possible. 


MD: | don't really feel that would happen but | want to know if tsa 


possibilty. 

Would you want to? 

MD: 1 don't know. I've never thought about it 

MCA: If you did, you might not even know it happened. 
AR: (to Mike) Maybe you are an alien 

MD: This is possible. l'm infiltrating everyone. 

AR: All you need are the little round eyes and the antennas. 


And the gun. You guys should be aliens on your next tour. 


MCA: We are aliens. 





Kerin and Houston: Are you secretely goth 
rockers? 

Lauren: I was never once a goth king and never 
plan on being. Although, our programmer / guitar- 
ist, Joe, was always, like, really into that scene. 
That's what's cool... Our band is made up of ev- 
erything. Like, Joe was at one time into that goth 
scene, but he also was into Genesis, and old 
keyboardy hard stuff. 

How about you, Rob? You worked at NaNa, you 
must have been a goth kid. 

Rob: Hell, no. 

You didn't wear those pointy toed shoes? You 
didn't try on those samples? 

R: Oh, no. Oh god, never! 

L: I think if there was ever an anti-goth kid, it was 
Rob. 

You didn’t listen to Bauhaus? 

R: Nope, I hate all those bands. 

Ok, so what do you guys think would be the per- 
fect suicide soundtrack or what would you want 
played at your funeral? 

L: For the suicide, I would have to go with a Twin 
Peaks soundtrack. I bought “Fire Walk With Me,” 
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Wedge: What are your theories on death? 
Any near death experiences? 

Mickey Moist: Only with drugs, basically. 
You remember free-base, right? Well, I 
used to really be into free-basing, but then 
I had a heart attack, so... 

You had a heart attack? 

Yeah, when I was 10. That really sucked. 
So you're not doing any more of that, 
huh? 

No. I don't do things like that anymore. 
But you still smoke cigarettes. That's a 
pretty scary near death experience. 
Yeah. And then I OD'd on methamphet- 
amine, too. 

So were you trying to kill yourself, or...? 
No, no. But, you know, all young males 
have immortality complexes, especially if 
you're white. Because you know, the 
struggle of the white boy is not as intense 
as that of non-Free Masonic offspring. 
So, aside from your NDE's, what do you 
think is the worst possible way to die? 
In a car. Cars are a thing for the living. 
Car crash death? 

Yeah, that would suck. It’s a machine. I 
dunno man, I love cars. I’m obsessed with 
older, American cars, but I don’t want to 
die in one. I like to go fast in them, but I 
don’t want to die in one. 

If you had to choose, would you rather 
be eaten to death by: a shark, or thrown 
in a tub of hydrochloric acid? 

I think I'd choose the shark. It would be 





and I love it. It wins, hands down as the suicide 
soundtrack. Or the MC 900 Ft Jesus record. 

And would you leave a note? My friend once men- 
tioned the fact that no matter how eloquent a sui- 
cide note you leave, the news will report it as 
"rambling." And don't you wonder where all 
those notes go? I mean, is there a rambling notes 
division? 

L: Probably a file somewhere. And they photocopy 
it and send it out to all your enemies. 

What would you like to have played at your 
funeral? 

L: That's a real good question, ‘cause I really don't 
think I'd ever have a funeral. 

What, you'd just leave your body out to decay in 
a house or an alley or something? 

L: That's true. 

Rob, what about you? 

R: Well, I definitely see myself as being cremated, 
maybe because my dad was. But I wouldn't die of 
old age. I wouldn't die a normal death - I'd prob- 
ably get hit by a truck or something. Something 
where I'd be totally mangled to where I couldn't 
have an open casket funeral. And as far as the mu- 
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much more beneficial to the food chain. I 


used to work with sulfuric acids. Tubs of it, 
I'm not kidding you. I used to work in a 
brass factory, in the basement, a dank base- 
ment, and I used to work with 100 gallon 
tubs of syrupy, sulphuric acid. 

That's pretty near-death. So, what does 
black mean to you? 

Black is it. Black is back. Black is the root of 
all. Black is a combination of all the colors. 
It’s the root of everything. 

Do you drink your coffee black? 

I used to when my heart could take it. Now 
I take a little cream and sugar. 


sic goes, I don’t know. I would think that my friends 
would be in charge of it, so they'd know to either 
play Black Sabbath or Fugazi, my two favorite 
bands. 

What's the worst way to die? 

R: To be driven so far down by shit around you, 
that you're forced to kill yourself. Not that that 
would ever happen to me, but that's how my dad 
died. His mind was so lost, and he got forced down 
so hard, that he shot himself in the head. To me, 
that's terrible, that's the worst way to die, because 
it fucks up everyone around you. 

L: I think the worst way to die would be to be alive, 
but not be alive, 'cause that's how rry dad is. He's 
alive, and there's nothing wrong with him, he's not 
sick or anything, but he might as well be dead, be- 
cause he's about that worthless. I mean, he lives 
his life, and he works really hard, and his wife tells 
him what to do. He's just a weak piece of shit. He 
never did nothing for me, and never did nothing 
for his other kids. He's just like this worthless guy 
who just kind of lives, and if someone shot him 
one day, it wouldn't change anything. And that to 
me, living lifeless, would be the worst death. 


Q: How do you know a deadhead has been at your house? A: He's still there. 
























































Margaret Haller 
EN LA CASA! 


My grandmother, Margaret Haller, was born on April 24, 
1905. This interview was conducted just after her recent 
89th birthday and right before she had to pay a surprise 
visit to the hospital, where she underwent a hip replace- 
ment operation. As of this writing, the operation was 
deemed a success and even though she was still groggy 
and doped up in her hospital bed, it appeared that my 
granny would live to enjoy another Sunday moming break- 
fast with her ne'rdowell grandson. What follows are her 
responses to some of my questions about death, aging, 
and that kind of thing. We pick up the discussion in mid- 
stream, as she's talking about her ongoing leg troubles. 
By Bob Mack. 


Bob: Are you in constant pain? 

Grandma: No, my legs just got quite swollen and they put 
me in the hospital for a week. They had me hooked me 
up to antibiotics and everything cleared up fine. Now | 
have to wear some special stockings. 

What's the matter with your legs? 

There's something about the blood, and it's just...OLD 
PEOPLE! 

You just had your birthday the other day? 

Yep, eighty-nine. 

Did you ever think you would live that long? 

No, and no one in the family has lived that long. Your 
mother knows all that stuff. 

Your husband died way back in 1956, before | was 
even born. Was his death hard for you to take? 

No, we had the apartments. | didn’t know anything about 
business, and a week before he died, your mother and 
dad were over for dinner. And your mother said, "I think 
you should explain things to her,” and he said, “well | tried 
to but she won't listen.” So | said, “alright missy, you go in 
and let him explain it to you.” And he explained every- 
thing to her and when he passed away, she knew what to 
do. 

When he died, had you already seen a lot of family 
members and friends die? 

No, no. But | guess in about the last ten years, all of my 
friends have died except one. 

Who is the one remaining? 

She was my neighbor [in So. CA]. She still writes to me— 
And her name was? 

Uh...(pause)... Virginia Stokes, S-T-O-K-E-S. 

And all your other friends, like Maria even? 


Reagan was there [at Nixon's funeral], he looked like he was ready to take the old dirt nap. -Robin Williams on Letterman 


Oh, Maria's been dead for a long time... (pause... softly) 
hmm-hmm. 
Now how does that make you feel? 
It doesn't effect me at all, as far as I'm concerned. 
Because you don't let them get in your mind? 
No. | think of them. Things remind me of them, you know, 
but outside of that... 
You don't dwell on it? 
...it doesn't worry me at all. 
Why is that? 
Well, | think that some people just accept things like that 
And you know that the, uh, time comes. Now one friend 
here, Elva, she and | played Scrabble all the time. And 
she didn't come to lunch. So, | asked Joe, the maitre d', to 
call, and he came back and said, "She must be between 
the elevators, because she didn’t answer.” So | waited a 
few minutes and finally | said, ‘I'm going up.” And | went 
up, and she was in the bathroom, on the floor — she'd had 
a massive stroke. 
Do you think there's something mental, not just physi- 
cal about it? Have you seen friends who think they're 
going to die, or worry about it too much, and then it 
comes upon them? 
Yes, | think Katherine, when she hit her 90th birthday, you 
could tell the difference in her attitude and everything. With 
me, 89 - | just make a joke out of it. “Maybe I'll make 90" 
- like that. 
But sometimes when we take you out to breakfast and 
you have trouble getting out of the car, you mutter 
things like, “Oh, why does someone have to live this 
long?" 
Sometimes | do get the feeling that | have lived long 
enough, when I'm sorta bumblin' around, you know? But, 
we have a driver who takes us places, and he is abso- 
lutely lovely. If | have a hard time getting on the bus, he 
gets out and helps me on. Why they ever bought this bus 
nobody knows. 
What have you learned about death? Like, you know 
it's going to come sometime... 
It's gonna come sometime and several of our friends just 
don't wake up. And | say that’s the way | want it: | just 
don't want to wake up some morning. But more than likely 
I'll get run over by a street car! [laughs]. 
When you had breast cancer a few years ago were 
you afraid then? 
Мо. Мо. Мићић. 
Has that altered the way you do things? 
No, | don’t think so. Nuh-uh, no big deal. 
What do you want us to do with your body after you 
die? 
The plan is that | would be cremated, and Sam would 
take all the family, and Katherine, and a few friends here, 
and go out and just have a good time and throw the ashes 
out [into Monterey Bay]. And say, "There you are, old girl!” 
You know? 
But why do you want to do it there, at Sam's Fishery? 
Why Sam? Because his telephone number is one digit of 
of mine. Mine ends in “5-5-7,” and his ends in “5-7-7,” you 
see? And it's been goin’ on for eight years! | called once 
and told him | was getting all these calls for him. Good 
heavens, ! got one at 12 o'clock in the morning to make 
reservations to go fishing the next day! And I told the guy 
the correct number, and he thanked me. But some of those 
old boys - they act like it's my fault because they got the 
wrong number! 
Do you ever tell any of them off? 
Oh yeah. You're mother knows all this. And she gets a big 
kick out of it. And so does everybody here. One of the 
girls here says I should present them a bill for having given 
so many people the correct number, but | said, “No, I've 
got something else worked out.” 
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Bob Mack: Have you ever almost died? 
Gene Simmons: No. 

Are you afraid of death? 

Oh, absolutely. I think you have to be a mo- 
ron not to be = I can wax poetically on how 
death is natural...Yeah, so is shit! Shit’s natu- 
ral too, but I don’t want to be near it. It all 
comes down to how much you enjoy life. If 
you're having a good time with life, death 
does not appeal to you... at all. If you're hav- 
ing an awful time, or if you're in pain, or tor- 
ture, or whatever, then the idea of death prob- 
ably will be appealing. But the idea of a sane, 
normal person [killing himself] like Cobain, 
who is immensely talented, reminds me of 
the moron who kept banging his head against 
the wall, and when he's asked, "Why are you 
banging your head against the wall?" he says, 
"Because it feels so good when I stop." That's 
a moron. So when you're young and white, 
you can't even use the excuse, "my ancestors 
were slaves." You're fucked, pal. There's no 
excuse. You can speak the English language 
well. You can’t say “dope” or any of the other 
moronic things that our less fortunate 
bretheren and sisters say - there's no excuse 
when you're healthy, young, attractive and 
you have money. You wanna commit suicide? 
Go fuck yourself. I'm not interested. 

You know, the comeback to that is, “Yes, 
but they’re mentally not well.” Okay, so? 
What do you want me to do? Somebody de- 
cides to jump off the roof. That's their deci- 
sion. What's tragic is a Lennon, a John Lennon 
who was fighting his demons every day, try- 
ing to make it work. And to have his life taken 
away, that's tragic. Somebody who commits 
suicide, that's not tragic. That's a choice. 
Has Kiss exploited death, though, with some 
of their imagery, like the Statue of Liberty 
with the skull? 

I don’t think so, nor do I associate skulls nec- 
essarily with death. I associate it with, uh, 
power, or just sort of interesting imagery. And 
it's clean! See, death, to me, is rotting flesh. A 
corpse, I don’t want to see that, that's disgust- 
ing. When I see a skull I don't think of death. 
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Noel: How old are you and where did you 
grow up? 

Stephen Immerwahr: I’m 29 and I lived in a lot 
of different places, but a big chunk of my time 
was spent on a small farm about 60 miles north 
of Seattle in a logging town called Granite Falls. 
Is the weather there similar to Seattle? 

Very much similar. It wasn’t like eastern 
Washington which is very different. It was just 
like Seattle which is incredibly suicide gray out- 
side nine months of the year. I had to leave. 

Do you feel living there has contributed a lot 
to your music and how you write? 

Idon't know. I occasionally ask myself what the 
reason is that I have melancholy tendencies. I’m 
not really sure if it’s chemical or to compensate 
for the privileged life I have, but definitely the 
weather in Seattle... I just could not continue. I 
found myself very much affected by the 
weather. Changes in the weather and whether 
it was going to rain or not made a big difference 
in how I was going to feel. The summers there 
are just stunningly beautiful. 

Back in your teenage years, were you miser- 
able? What did you think was missing in your 
life? 

I was mostly concerned that I did not see 
anyway for myself to exist as an adult. Like a 


Call it depressing, call it “slo-core,” call it “downer-rock,” call it the “new goth,” call it what you 
like. Just don’t forget that few bands compare to Codeine. And for chrissakes, leave the black clothes, 
pointy shoes and death-rock theatrics at ome. Often dubbed as "the Joy Division of the '905," 
Codeine is one of those rare bands who make a sincere effort to make sense out of all the thoughts 
and bottled emotions that trouble us. With their second LP, “The White Birch” (Sub Pop), and all 
of its shimmering beauty, it's difficult not to feel completely listless, lost in all the liquored sorrow 
you've drowned yourself in. Codeine's strength is in what they lack, filling up space with enough 
silence, inching along at an alarmingly lethargic pace like one of those cold mornings when the buzz 
of the alarm clock is your worst enemy and you'd rather lie in bed all day, staring at the sparkling 
ceiling, noticing all the cobwebs above you for the first time, feigning illness just to avoid the out- 
side world. Musically moody and lyrically introspective, Codeine makes an art out of fragility. 
Singer/songwriter/bassist Stephen Immerwahr shares some of his thoughts with us. By Noel. 






fair number of kids, I was actually pretty terri- 
fied of the arms race. I had many dreams of the 
Holocaust and Armageddon and what I would 
do, racing around trying to find friends or some 
place to hide or just watching the whole thing 
go up. Despite the fact that I was a fairly good 
student and all, I was very worried that I just 
would not be able to operate as a person in the 
adult world, you know, like that I would have 
to live in my mom’s basement working a part 
time job in a bookstore. I felt like a real socio- 
path. What I learned, I guess, is that it’s not so 
bad to live in your mom's basement and work 
in a bookstore. There's a lot of different ways of 
existing that aren't taught to you in school and 
aren't taught to you by your parents. I'm get- 
ting by being a musician, and not the "being 
rich" kind of getting by. I just didn't see any 
place for myself in the future and that made 
things real difficult for me. 

In and out of the band, do you consider your- 
self to be an introvert? 

I think age has a lot to do with it. I was much 
more introverted and a social retard when I was 
in high school and in college, and, like most 
people, just terrified by the thought that [life] 
would just not get any better. But, in fact, it did 
get a lot better. I feel a lot more in control of my 
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moods than I did when I was younger. I'm not 
an extrovert but it's a lot easier for me to deal 
with people than it was five years ago. 

Does performing this kind of lethargic 
music live get very emotional? 
Somewhat. The singing at times will have a 
great deal of resonance and more of a negative 
feeling whereas the instrumental part seems 
more powerful. On the one hand, it's not 
method acting but on the other hand the lyrics 
are pretty personal sometimes and I definitely 
feel them more than others. I think what makes 
it difficult music to play is because it’s not like 
faster rock stuff, there’s no visceral satisfaction 
during the course of playing. The rewards are a 
little bit more intangible and subtle. 

Is there a connection between the music of 
Codeine and that of Joy Division? 

Like many people my age, I went through a 
very deep Joy Division period. Of course, I 
don’t just have all their records but even some 
of their bootlegs and stuff like that. John, the 
guitarist of Codeine, was very much into Joy 
Division at one point. He's also very much into 
the Fall, which has less of an impact on 
Codeine. I think there were certain sonic ele- 
ments of Joy Division that intrigued both John 
and myself, just the starkness of their sound 
and the sparseness in how they presented songs 
were pretty neat and in some ways decidedly 
non-rock, particularly for the time they were 
working in. In terms of the level of the lyrics 
being very personal and so on, there’s a certain 
amount of similarity, but the lyrics of Joy 
Division seemed to see a kind of alienation and 
despair. What I'm after is a lot more modest 
and in some ways a more accepting of banality 
than Joy Division. 

So in being more accepting of the banality of 
life, would that make your music more 
cathartic as opposed to being a complete 
downer? 

I would think it would make it less cathartic 
and more disoriented. I can’t listen to our music 
the way other people do so I couldn't really 
speak as to the result of it. Also, for me, it 
would be a very dense experience but not for 
the reasons it would be for other people. It 
might be a slim experience for other people. 

I know for myself that I just can't function 
normally listening to Codeine. 

Yeah, I just can't do anything and listen to 
music. I pay a lot of attention to music. When I 
see movies, I judge the movie by the music as 
well. I can't read and listen to music. I can't eat 
and listen to music. 

Do you feel connected with the people and 
music in Louisville, Kentucky? 

Yeah, I think more the people than the music. 
We lived in Louisville last summer, but on top 
of that I've spent a fair amount of time there 
including the last four Christmases. My part- 
ner's from there. I also developed a friendship 
with David Grubbs from Squirrel Bait and later 
Bastro and now Gastr del Sol: We had a really 
nice time down there last summer. It was a 
great place to be and very inexpensive. I don't 
want to talk about the merits of the individual 
bands there, but mostly just to say as a scene it 
was really supportive and it was neat to see so 
many women involved in the scene. New York 
is just a weird place. The people in the music 
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scene in New York are much older and it’s 
much more difficult for younger people to do 
bands here. I hear Louisville is being descended 
upon like it’s the new Seattle, but on the other 
hand it really is a remarkable city and some just 
fantastically beautiful bands have come out of 
there. 

I always hear of that Slint/Codeine compar- 
ison. 

I am flattered by comparisons to Slint, I think 
that there are certain ways in which we've bor- 
rowed or used the same ideas about restraint 
and tension in music as they have. The listener 
can be the judge if they want to say who's better 
than who. I will say that (Slint's) Spiderland 
album is just a fantastic album and anyone that 
can't see the beauty in it I feel sorry for. 

What makes you smile? I'm thinking of the 
song "Tom." 

That's more about visiting Sarah Lawrence 
[College] or just rich college students. What 
makes me smile? Sometimes it's very hard to 
smile, but, this just sounds so stupid, but the 
first two songs on (Iggy Pop’s) “Funhouse” 
makes me smile, at least it has in the past two 
days. That, and there's this Woody Guthrie 
song called "Ride Old Paint" with Cisco 
Houston. That's a great song. Music sometimes 
makes me happy, although other times it just 
seems so incredibly thin and worthless that I've 
been just wasting my time. There's tons of 
crappy 7”s that I have, I’m not going to name 
names. These people believed in their music as 
much as I do, probably a lot more than I do 
since I'm profoundly skeptical about what we 
do, and they work just as hard, a lot of the times 
putting it out themselves instead of some label 
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that already has some big mechanism to do it. 
And the results are, for me, entirely unsuc- 
cessful. I’ll listen to it once and it's like 
"Hmmm." It has revealed nothing to me about 
beauty or why people exist or why they 
shouldn't exist. It's so frustrating. Music can be 
such an entirely empty thing, that and the fear I 
have for the music that I do and all the work, 
thought, and worrying about whatever we do. I 
don’t want it to be totally empty but at the same 
time, I have a hard time seeing things other 
than completely empty. So that’s the struggle, 
like the existentialist struggle to find meaning 
in a world in which there is no meaning. I want 
to have it both ways, I don’t want everyone to 
think that I'm just some horrible depressive but 
the music that we make is very sincere, at least 
an attempt to be honest. 

Is Codeine sad or depressing? What's the dif- 
ference? 

Depressing music would be music that's trying 
to manipulate you and make you feel 
depressed and terrible. Maybe our music is 
more of a rendering of sadness than an attempt 
to reek some horrible effect on the listener. 

Do your parents listen to your music? 

We did a week's worth of West Coast dates last 
April with our interim drummer, Josh, and my 
dad, my step mom and my brother came. We 
were going on late and I knew my dad had to 
go to work the next day, he said he's probably 
going to just stay for the first couple of songs 
but he stayed for the whole thing and that was 
really great. He was pretty into it and he's not 
totally ignorant about [new] music. I try to keep 
him up-to-date. I took him to see Soundgarden 
back in '85 and also Green River. 
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The other part to that question was the idea 
that parents are likely to ask, “Why can’t you 
play something nice or happy?” 

They already know how I am. My grandpar- 
ents, on the other hand, listened to one a song a 
day from the album when they first got it. 
They're not so excited about it. They just didn't 
understand it but that's okay. They're still 
proud of it. 

Why do you think people are listening to your 
music? Do you get many letters? 

It's been really great getting letters, definitely 
encouraging. Some of the letters are like, "Do 
you have any stickers? Do you have any t- 
Shirts? Tell me about yourself." I don't mind 
people asking for stickers or t-shirts, but when 
they want for me to give them a bunch about 
[myself] when they haven't written anything 
about themselves, it's pretty hard to get moti- 
vated about it. On the other hand, we get some 
letters that are really encouraging which is 
good for us, like "Your music really means a lot 
to me," or “your music is too depressing, but 
when I have bad thoughts I listen to your music 
and end up feeling cleansed afterwards." It's 
not such a terrible thing. There’s always this 
kind of weird, scary idea of buying back your 
bartered soul with culture. The more obscure, 
the more esoteric, the more culture resides in 
each one like the fetish of the 7”. Sometimes I’m 
kind of suspicious of our role in that. Getting 
letters from people is a little strange. I never 
wrote letters to musicians when I was in high 
school or college. It's nice to know people get 
something out of it. It's enough for them to pick 
up a piece of paper and write. p^ 
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JACK ON “BLACK” 


My Telecaster is black. So was 
the last one, but that got stolen in 
1989. Black jeans and a black 

leather jacket. The Talking Heads 
Fear of Music and the first Joy 
Division album. Black Flag, Black 
Power, The Black Hand, and the 
Black Plague of the Middle Ages. 
Blackbird- the band, and the 
Maltese Falcon. 
Eighteen years old, a 
black Renault, speeding 
ticket on acid, Flipper 
playing really loud, on 
that part of Sunset where 
you need to 
go real 
fast. Black 
like 
Mynka. 
Black 
humor and the 
deep black magnetic power of 
nihilism as embodied in the songs 
of the Fuckemos. Inky black darkness on 
the cold Montana highway out on the 
road in the Aerostar night. 

Looking back down on 6th street. 
"Cuantos?" "Necesito diez negros y 
una blanca." Brown is black. 
Depression is not black. Depression is 
gray. 

Black and white photographs. A 
greatest hits box from 1984-89. Places 
I'd been and people I'd seen on the 
8x10 paper. Frozen time 
on silver halide. Black and 
white. 1990 Black vinyl. 
1992 silver mirrored CDs. 
I've come to hate most 
everything about music, 
except playing it. 


LISA ON "ANGELS" 


I believe in Angels, and I'm not ashamed of it. Angels protect my soul. 
They watch over me as I sleep. When I'm awake, I can call upon them 
to provide me with peace and serenity and sometimes safety. Angels 
are very cool. 

I see them as friends who come to me in times of need. I lost 
two special people in my life last year. I miss them so much that I 
pretend they are still with me at all times. I see them as angels 
watching over each step I take. 

Ihave one special angel. She is beautiful and very strong- 
willed. She watches over me and guides me throughout my 
musical career. She picks me up when I’m down and gives 
me the strength to go on. Before each show, she whispers in 
my ear, "Lisa, you're gonna crush them tonight," as she holds 
her fist tight. She is my angel of magical spirit and song. 

There have been many times in my life where I have been troubled 
and somehow things turn around for the best. These moments are dark 
and full of despair but somehow I grasp on to something safe and 
secure. It's a frame of thought that lifts me to a positive state of being. I 
believe that this is my guardian angel working in my life. 
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BIANCA ON "DEATH" 


Death is the permanent cessation of all the vital functions; the end of life; 

to die. No longer can you drink good coffee in the morning and smoke 

tobacco. You can't reach multiple orgasms and smoke yet more tobacco. 

Death is a mystery to me. Who knows what 

death really brings. It could be the most 

beautiful experience of our existence. I 
don't know why I have to write on 
death - it's personal. Why didn't I get 
“Angels” or “Black” or “Song” even? 
Death sucks! 


JIM ON "SONG" 


What do you mean Bianca? I 
got the shitty word! Hey 
what's up with this? ... Song? 
... Song!? What in the hell am 
I supposed to do with this? 
Okay, I am going to be a 
good sport. Maybe I can pon- 
tificate a little. I'm good at 
that... yea... 

“Song” is great. “Song” is good. A good song on the jukebox can be 
sad, a good song can be happy. I prefer the latter lately. I mean, doesn't 
life suck enough already without turning on the CD player and hearing 
the Swans sing all that depressing shit? Well, maybe it doesn't because 
the Swans are a pretty cool band. Maybe it's because my life sucks so 
hard lately that I’ve been pulling out all my old Blondie records to cheer 
me up. Fun songs, pretty girl... wine, women, and song. A party. That's 
what I want again. I don't think I'm alone in this, am I? Three cheers for | 
mindless, silly party punk-rockers! I’m sorry, but I can’t listen to the life- | 
sucks-doom-and-gloom-shit anymore. Isn’t it ironic that most life-sucks- | 
doom-and-gloom is written by a bunch of 
over-privileged upper-middle-class, 

white males? Well, maybe it isn't ironic, 
and that makes me even more 
depressed. If a rich, white, young 
man can't be happy in this country... 
I mean... fuck... what hope is there 

for anyone? Wow, I think I’ve got it! 

Now what do I do with it? Fuck off 
and die of a heroin overdose, I sup- 
pose. I'm not saying that punk music 
or alternative music or whatever has 
to be mindless all the time. There are 
a lot of "serious" punk rock songs 
that I love, and our band takes a 
stab at this kind of writing quite a 
lot. I guess all I'm saying is that you 

can make a statement and still have 

fun. The statement should be secondary 
to the fun. Uh-oh, did I just use the word 
"should" the nastiest and most un-punk 
word in the English language? See what 
happens when you let someone pontificate 
like this? Sorry. I know our band can be just 
as gloomy as the next bunch of upper-middle- 
class, white, feel-sorry-for-yourself idiots. It’s just that I've been in this 
weird mood lately. Now, where did I store all I those old Go-Go's 
records? 
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Bob: You know we used a photo of Gary 
from Ben Is Dead? 

Darby: Don Lewis’? 

B: Yeah, that guy Don. 

D: So where is Gary? 

Cliff: He was the drummer, right? 

B: Yeah, he was the drummer from the start 
of our band up until May of ‘93. He's not 
here. He quit last year. 

D: Was he fucked up or what? 

B: He was a heavy-duty alcoholic, yeah. 

D: Hey, he’s the reason we wanted to 
see the band. We're going. 

B: He'd be out front at the show every night 
introducing himself to everybody who came 
to see the band, ‘cause he wanted to see 
who came to see his band. And he wanted 
to introduce himself. 

C: Was it an amicable split? 

B: Thing about Gary, for as wasted as he 
was on a daily basis, he’s not really that 
fried, he's pretty sharp, a pretty smart 


guy... 
C: How did it affect his perfor- 
mance? 

B: If he couldn't drum then it was time to 
take him to the hospital. Drumming was the 
last thing he could do. Pretty much if he 
couldn't lift his drink and drum then you 
knew that he was bad off. 

Jessy: Did you ever have to take him 
to the hospital? 

B: Yeah. He had pneumonia. Really bad 
pneumonia, his blood was all messed up at 
the end of our English tour? Just 'cause he 
had a terrible diet and he was just much 
more well-behaved at home. 

D: | think we should do this whole 
interview about him. 

B: If | had to pick one person to do a biog- 
raphy on it would be him, because he's 
such an amazing story teller and his life has 
been so...li's amazing he's still alive. 

C: So what kind of things do you do 
in Stockton? | think | first heard of 
Stockton when that guy wasted all 
those kids. That's what brought 
Stockton to national attention. 
Stephan Malkmus: We recorded our single 
the same day, our first single. Pretty eerie. 
We mentioned it before but it's kinda been 
forgotten. Grizzly serial murders coincided 
with "Slay Tracks," oddly enough. 
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Stephen “It really hurt” Malkmus 
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Clift asks more location questions. 

D: Okay, forget locations. We're all 
in one big world and we're all here 
together so fuck it. 

J: How was the Jay Leno experience? 
D: So Jay’s face is all makeup? 

SM: He has a normally rounded face and 
his trick, ever since he got into comedy, is 
to pile on all this makeup. 

B: We were passing each other in the hall 
and we were about four feet apart and he 
bumped his head on the wall and a big 
chunk of his makeup fell off. Then he was 
sent into the makeup guy who just sort of 
wedged it back into his face like a puzzle 
piece. Like when you rip a wheel of cheddar 
cheese. 

В: 5о one day he's going to shock the 
world and take it off. 

J: Was anything funny? 

SM: It was a boring interview... the girl... 
B: Yeah, the Drew Barrymore interview. 
SM: She just talked about her husband. 

B: Yeah, for 15 minutes, 

D: She seems like a pretty boring 
person? 

B: Hard to tell. 

SM: She's young. 

B: She's 19, and she's had a fucked-up life. 
D: Oh, she's still that young. 
Normally the young stars zoom up 
and then suddenly they become your 
age. 

B: Yeah, exactly 

D: What would make people feel 
sorry for you? Don't cheat! 

SM: Obviously a disease of some sort 

D: No, real life. 

SM: Um 

D: Tell us how pathetic you are. 

SM: Well, | don't want to. 

D: Don't be scared, that's what we 
do in Ben Is Dead. 

SM: | don’t want anyone feeling sorry for 
me. I've taken the hard tracks... and just 
being hated... and have no pity or empathy 
D: Yeah, that sucks. 

B: | wish he (eyeing Stephen) enjoyed him- 
self more. 

D: Really. 

SM: General unhappiness...| mean, if 
someone says they can't just let loose and 
be completely happy | suppose that would 


What's drinking? A mere pause from thinking. -Lord Byron 


make someone feel sorry for you 

D: And you can't? 

SM: | have trouble doing that 

D: Why? 

SM: | suppose it's just in my blood, from 
my skeptic Northern German blood per- 
haps. Like maybe we moved down from 
Sweden and we just tend to brood. And it's 
hard to look on the bright side of lite some- 
times, you know, ‘cause it's never sunny 





Bob “Handsome Devil” 
Nastanovich 


and the winters are cold and even though 
we moved to California we would still stay 
indoors and turn on the air conditioner. 

C: So you still feel like you could be 
invaded today? 

SM: Of course, plus you don't know what 
its like looking out the window for Vikings. 
D: So all you see is a grey day, no 
matter how much sun there is. 

SM: Yeah. This morning was beautiful. This 
is how | like it—grey. 

B: You probably get excited about some 
things in life, | don’t know what excites any 
of you, but imagine if it was difficult for you 
to find anything to get excited about month 
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1 think Pavement put me in a trance that night. It was like the feeling you get late at night 
during a really long, cramped roadtrip — watching the scenery pass you by without so much as 
a blink. This was the night that drove Darby to drink more alcohol than I'd seen in a good long 
time (which consequently led her to the longest dry spell I've ever witnessed) and the night that 
I had a minor nervous breakdown. Something weird was in the air. The claustrophobia and the 
rush of escape rolled into one moment, with only the sound of tires spinning below. It could have 
been a lot worse, had Pavement not been there to rebuild the gloomy perplexity of what I'm 
forced to call my life into something at least driveable. They were like my safteybelt against the 
accident lurking around every bend. Like the asphalt reaching up to guide your car along the 
windy path. During the journey, they explained to us the wonders of death, trauma, and bus 
driving. What the hell else could we ask for? Their performance made me cry and nobody could 
help me after that. I liked the singer, Stephen Malkmus, because he reminded me of Alan Alda 
from M*A*S*H. Also along for the ride were the drummer, Steve West and the percussionist, 
Bob Nastanovich. Interviewed by Cliff, Darby and Jessy. (jj) 


after month after month. Everything was 
alright. Nothing was really great and 
nothing was really terrible. 

D: That’s how you feel? 

B: No, that's not how / feel. 

SM: That's how / feel. | guess | have a 
problem with that, losing interest in things. 
J: That's chronic depression. 

D: No, ! don't think so... 

J: People take Prozac for that. 

D: No, no. It’s the opposite. People 
who get excited right away are the 
ones who need Prozac. It’s not real. 
B: How often do you get really bummed out 
and really depressed where you don't want 
to... 

D: | try to not get too excited about 
things on a whim, there’s more sta- 
bility in that. The minute | get too 
excited about things, | know I’m 
going to get fucked up the butt. 

SM: Right. 

B: So what are your hobbies outside of this 
fanzine? Do you go out and buy records and 
watch bands? 

D: | don’t buy records because | get 
them free. Which is good because 
going into a record store makes me 
nervous. | don’t like the anxiety of 
keeping up with things. And when I 
walk in a record store... | normally 
have to shit, and | don’t know if that 
has anything to do with this... 

All: Yeah. 

D: I can't keep up with it, and | know 
there's that pressure there — right 
when ! walk in the door. 

SM: Yeah, | always have to go to the bath- 
room and then | can't... 

J: Bookstores too. | always have to 
go when I’m in a bookstore or 
library. 

D: | want to leave. 

J: That’s so weird, it’s a phe- 
nomenon that happens to everybody 
and no one talks about it. 

D: To have to shit in stores? 

J: Yeah. | know it has something to 
do with old smells. 

D: You know, one time I was in a 
record store in the valley and | had 
to shit really bad and what ended up 
happening is that | fainted. | was 
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asking for the bathroom and no one 
would pay any attention to me. 
Everyone was like, dadadadada. And 
I couldn't deal at all and | just fell 
down, | blacked out. And | was 
laying there and still nobody noticed 
me. And | kinda woke up a minute 
later and I’m thinking “Oh my god, 
this is really embarrassing, but no 
one noticed me, but maybe they did, 
but this is really embarrassing either 
way.” And | got up and tried to 
browse for records again because 1 
wanted to brush it off... 

B: Oh, man. 

D: It was so bad | guess | kind of 
blocked it out of my mind. 

B: I've had terrible fainting experiences, 
awful fainting experiences. 


C: You have thin blood? 
B: | don’t know what it is, but whenever | 
don't eat regularly. . 


D: Yeah, hypoglycemia. It’s too 
trendy to say that, but that’s what it 
is. 

C: It's trendy to have hypoglycemia? 

D: Yeah. What are all those: Ebstein- 
Barr, chronic fatigue... You can’t be 
sick anymore, it’s too trendy. 

J: Have you thought of suicide? Have 
you ever felt so bad that you just 
wanted to end it? 

SM: No. | look forward to certain things in 
life like having children or just settling 
down in the country. | just delay the 
future. 

D: There’s always that possibility [of 
killing yourself]. 

SM: Yeah, but besides that fact | don't really 
know how I'd want to do it. | couldn't just do 
it with a gun. I'd have to take a pill and that 
would even be hard. | couldn't jump; that 
one moment would be too sheer for me. I'm 
too afraid of dying that way. The pain. | 
wouldn't know what that was like. The 
closest thing to death, I can only imagine, is 
like when you're asleep 

J: When you're asleep уоште 
dreaming and | really don’t think you 
dream when you're dead. Although 
that would be fun. | read a book that 
says that orgasm is the closest to 
death we can get. 

D: That’s a dreamer’s version of the 
closest thing to death. 

SM: | don't know. 

J: Not the physical feeling of an 
orgasm, duh. Being out of your body. 
D: | think it would be absolute noth- 
ingness. 

SM: Like when you're sleeping but not 
dreaming. 

D: But your brain isn’t functioning 
anymore. You're dead. You wouldn't 
function anymore. There is no func- 
tion. (Laughing...) Right, Jes, it's a 
big long orgasm. 

SM: I don't think | ever really want to finish 
anything. | never have. It's the poetry thing. 
There's only like twenty good books that I've 
ever read 

J: What are they? 

SM: Oh, | don't know. I'm just thinking 
about great works of art. 

D: What's your favorite one you can 
think of off the top of your head. 
SM: That's so hard. There's authors. Like 
William Faulkner, Penoir; sometimes | 
thought he was good. You know, Flaubert, 
Virgil, Milton. Those are the classics. | was 
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reading this thing by Ceril Conway (being 
the literary geniuses that we are, we still 
couldn't figure out who in god's name this 
person is. This may not be what Stephen 
said but at least it's close phonetically) – ће 
was this really bitter writer from the 405. Не 
said that all writers are doomed. Unless 
they're really trying to make truly great 
works of art, they are just wasting their time. 
Especially the media — he was really cutting 
into the media people. "If you're writing just 
for today it's a folly. You might as well be 
peeling potatoes.” | was like, “Fuck it” | 
was inserting “musician” for “writer” in 
everything | was reading and | was like, 
“Oh, man! We suck!” 

D: The thing is, though, | think we’re 
all too young to be masters of any- 
thing. There’s a period when you 
have to do all of this. 

Cliff leads us into the mass-media disen- 
franchised section about here. 

SM: ...Well, a lot of people feel like they 
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we had out-of-state plates. I've been 
wearing the same clothes for two weeks. 

B: That was a bummer. 

J: How'd it changed your life? 

SM: It didn't change my life. 

B: It changed mine. I'm the one who has to 
be around him. I'll tell ya, one thing that 
changed my life was being a bus driver in 
New York City for three years. Two really 
horrible things happened to me. One, | 
found a dead man one night at about 11:30 
who was half lying in the street and half on 
the sidewalk. And I'd have to do this loop 
and every 45 minutes I'd be at 41st Street 
between 10th and 9th and the first time 
around | saw this guy who was sort of like 
wrapped in a Glad bag. And | just thought it 
was a homeless man who just passed out. 
The second time, he hadn't moved an inch 
and it was like 11:30 at night so | pulled my 
bus over and walked over to him and he was 
dead. He'd been killed and he was wrapped 
in a Glad bag bleeding. Apparently he had 





Steve “Luncheon Meat” West 


have goals that they would like to achieve 
and, in their youth period where they should 
have attacked what they wanted to do, they 
just kind of slacked through. When you get 
to a certain age and you're like, “Fuck!” | 
know | felt that way with computers. | really 
wished | had learned computers. 

D: | felt that way when | was like fif- 
teen. | always thought | was too late. 
It’s so easy to fall for those feelings 
of, “I’m too old now" or, “I can’t 
catch up!” 

SM: Or when | was younger that was a 
stigma; like all this information is out there. 
Information is. power so | guess computers 
are where it’s at. 

B: We're lost. 

SM: We didn't read all the old books and 
listen to all the old records 

€: A Volkswagen in the slow lane? Is 
that where you see Pavement's 
vehicle on the information super- 
highway? 

B: It's kind of pathetic but. . 

C: I don't think it's that pathetic. 

D: | wanted to get back to the 
“death” theme - the “black” theme. 
Has there been anything in your life 
that has been traumatic that has 
changed you? 

В: Тһе singer almost got killed the other day 
in Albuquerque, New Mexico. 

D: What happened? 

J: Cactus hopping? 

SM: It didn't change my life, but | got 
robbed in Philadelphia. All my belongings 
were in our trunk and it was robbed because 


been thrown from a truck. He had been 
dropped there because it was a pretty 
remote section of town. 

J: Was that the first dead person 
you'd ever seen? 

B: Outside of family funerals. But then in 
Chicago this summer, we went to this blues 
bar after the show, probably at like two in 
the morning. And fifteen of us were walking 
up, and like a minute before we got there, a 
car pulled up and shot somebody through 
the stomach. And this guy is lying there 
with a white shirt on and had a hole blown 
through him. My instant reaction is when 
you see something like that, go inside 
because you're not gonna be able to help. 
The police were sort of already there. 
There's also a chance that whoever shot this 
guy is going to go around the block and fire 
another shot. I'm like, “I'm going inside!” 
My friend David goes over there and kneels 
down beside him and says something to 
him. And the other thing when | was a bus 
driver, was | smoked pot one morning and | 
got home at four and | had to go to work at 
six and so | woke up and took a huge bong 
hit. And previously, | drove a bus in 
Charleston, Virginia and | was stoned all the 
time because it was easy. There were only 
like three times that | smoked pot, you know 
wake and bake, and went to drive a bus in 
New York. This time | was completely 
stoned. And they assigned me this brand 
new bus, like six days old, it had like 700 
miles on it and | ran over and totaled a cop 
car. On the first run of the day. | completely 
crushed it into the ground. | completely got 


away with it, too! 

D: How do you run over a cop car? 
This is a lesson, everyone! 

B: It's a long story but the whole thing is | 
got away with it and it changed my whole 
way of thinking about things. 

D: How'd it change your way of 
thinking? 

B: It really just straightened me out. For 
years, my entire college career, | was com- 
pletely messed up. Always wasted, just 
pretty alcoholic. 

J: Did you not get out much before 
you went to college? 

B: No, | was straight-edge until my 18th 
birthday; a straight-edge punk rock kid. 

J: Thats what happens with 
extremes. 

Everyone gets busy and leaves Darby to tor- 
‘ment the drummer with psychological mind 


games. 

D: | wanted to finish up with word 
association, okay? Torture. 

Steve West: Exasperated. 

D: Abortion. 

SW: Sad. 

D: Why? 

SW: It's sad under any circumstance. It's 
just something thats sad whether or not 
you're placing any value or personal judg- 
ment on anyone. When abortion happens it 
is just a sad thing that has to happen for 
whatever reason. 

D: Oh... Satan. 

SW: Steven. 

D: Pain. 

SW: Van. 

D: Monsters. 

SW: Musicians. 

D: Diarrhea. 

SW: Too often. One of the things you learn 
when you're traveling all over the country is 
trying to eat well. Especially in America. 
Europe’s better. 

D: Are there any traumatic experi- 
ences that affected the way you are 
today? 

SW: When | was young, when | was bored 
or something, my mom would always tell 
me to go out and pick weeds. If | was at 
home in the summertime and | didn't have 
to go to school and | didn’t have anyone to 
play with, and | said, “Mom, what can | do?” 
She'd say, “You go pick weeds!” Very trau- 
matic experience. | think that's why now | 
keep myself so busy = so | don't have to go 
out and pick weeds. 

D: What is your mom like? 

SW: She's a wonderful person but she's 
very critical and always (snaps twice) wants 
you to be busy. So as a result, I'm always 
cleaning up things. Sometimes | have a lot 
of guilt for not being as busy as her. 

D: Will she be excited that you were 
on Jay Leno? 

SW: She got me again. Today | called to tell 
her and she said, “Glad you called because 
we thought it was last night. We wouldn't 
have even remembered, We weren't even 
thinking about it but we'll sure watch it 
tonight. Oh, by the way, So and so saw you 
in the newspaper in Atlanta and | told them 
you'll be on tonight.” (NOTE: If your parents 
were good to you, you might not notice this 
back-handed manipulation.) Like, who in 
my family's ever been on national TV 
before? Even plain TV, not even the news 
unless we killed somebody or something. 
She burned me. But she did say, “Good 
luck” which, for her, is almost pride. (84 


Deadliest work day: Tuesday. Deadliest work month: July. Deadliest occupation: Trucking. Deadliest state: Texas. 
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Carcass is a mother fucking hardcore heavy metal root 
canal designed to fill your ugly mind with noise, dis- 
gust, and a confident, cynical joy. In the world of 
grindcore, they are the hardest and most convincing of 
the contenders, with some members of the genre serv- 
ing no more purpose than a good laugh (check out Goat 
Lord from Vegas, "So terrible that it's awesome 'cause 
it's so fucking stupid.") Carcass is for real. Their early 
records on Earache are the best. The obsessive images 
of death and intimate outlines of gory medical proce- 
dures make them a lovely addition to this issue of Ben 
Is Dead. I talked to Ken Owen, the drummer. 


BID: This medical student thing is a bunch of 
bullshit, right? 

Carcass: Yeah. 

It was a good twist. I think the reason it's a let 
down is because we're really into smart people 
playing music. Do you think that would still be a 
way to categorize the members of your band, even 
if you're not medical students? Are you guys into 
reading books and stuff? 

Oh, yeah. I mean, were not just into music, we deal 
with all sorts of things. I have a degree in ecology. 
Allright, let's talk about death. How do you want 
your body dealt with after you die? 

The best way I see using my body after I die, is to 
put me in a bag of some sort and throw it in the 
ground to decompose, put it back in the earth and 
recycle my energy. 

Ah, thus the ecology degree. 

Yeah, and not in any spiritual kind of way. There's 
no point in burning and wasting energy - just put 
it back. Once you're dead, you're gone. Might as 
well be of some use. 

Absolutely. 

Or throw me in a compost heap. That will do. 
That's cool, I have one in my backyard, so if you 
want, you can just come over to my house and 
die. 

Okay, I'll leave my epitaph with you. 

Are you vegetarians? 

Yeah. 

Then what's up with your lyrics? They're usually 
about flesh, guts, blood... and you're a vegetarian 
ecologist. 

There is an irony there. 

Does it stimulate a part of yourself that you don't 
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get to indulge in your real life? 

Maybe you're reading too much into it. 

It seems like the new record has that, like, major 
label polish to it. It just seems like it's cleaned up 
so much. 

Whathappened was, we wrote that record, and the 
major label liked it a hell of a lot, so it was prob- 
ably what they were looking for, rather than say- 
ing, “This is what the label wants...” We knew that 
Earache was going to be releasing through Colum- 
bia and we delayed the record so that it would go 
out on Columbia rather than Relativity. 

Right, I read that. 

At the same time, we had the album written and 
knew exactly how we wanted it. The way we see it 
is: We write it for ourselves and we produce it the 
way we want, and if no one likes it that’s tough 
shit on them. 

The main topic of this issue is death, do you have 
any thoughts on this subject? 

I see death as... something that’s inevitable to ev- 
eryone. They have to face or fight off the fact that 
they're gonna die, so they just cover themselves in 
this veneer. They say, “There must be a god, I'm 
gonna go to a different place after this. There can't 
just be tliis..." They spend their life worrying that 
in the end, they might not get on to this extra place. 
At the same time, that's why we did the things we 
did when we first started - because death was such 
a taboo. No one knows what a rotted body looks 
like because no one really wants to know. It's just a 
process that happens to everybody. We were just 
taking on that element of life and exposing the hor- 
rible beauty of death. It's such a bizarre process of 
decomposition - the way the body breaks down 
into nothing. 

Youalways hear about people dying but 
you don't really know exactly what happens in 
terms of physical damage. A lot of people get this 
fixed idea that we just live and one day, close our 
eyes and go off heaven. There are really fascinat- 
ing photos of people who've been in plane crashes 
or a baby run over by a train. It's not something 
you normally see. It's not like you're concerned for 
the victims. You're not actually getting turned on 
by the photos. You're just interested in what can 
happen to the body at death. That's why people 
lookat freaks all the time, especially medical freaks, 








by carla 


like people with hunchbacks and stuff. I don’t think 
they're actually being mean, or harassing those 
people, they're just interested in what a disease can 
do to a human being, and what it could do to them.. 
Obviously you relate that, or a car crash or what- 
ever, to how it could affect you. I guess that's why 
people don't want to see these photos. 

How do you want to die? What style of death 
would you like? 

As painlessly as possible... certainly not fighting 
someone else's war... I suppose I don't want to get 
old - once you're old I suppose your view point 
would change... l'd really be infuriated if I was mur- 
dered when I had important things to attend to. 
So, you would rather be in charge of your own 
death. 

I'd rather know that I was going to go at some time 
and could control it in some way. 

So maybe if you had a terminal illness, you might 
take control and decide at what point you were 
going to die. 

Yeah, I don't think I could face suffering if I knew 
it was going to occur in the end. I'd live as fast and 
adventurous a life as possible. 

What would be your choice method of suicide? 
A bullet in the head probably. 

Really? Are you into guns? 

No, not whatsoever. 

You'd have to go and get one. 

Yeah, that would be the problem. Actually these 
days you can buy a gun if you want one. I guess 
that would be the way to go ‘cause it’s quick and 
pretty effective in most cases. 

I think the answer to this question is very telling, 
because there are lots of things that are just as 
effective as others. It's one of the most personal 
preferences you could have. Personally, I would 
never shoot myself, but.. 

I wouldn't like to leave a mess, it's kind of a selfish 
thing to do. (Laughing) I think I would go for a 
shit before I killed myself. 

That’s good, that’s very considerate suicide. 

I guess if you could just take loads of pills and fall 
off, that wouldn’t be such a bad way to go, either. 
As long as you don’t revive a few days later... 
With half a brain and hurting just as bad... that 
would be very ironic bad luck. 

Yeah, that would be fucked alright. 


Lam one of those unfortunates to whom death is less hideous than explanations. -D.B. Wyndham Lewis 
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ESTRELLA DE MUSICO Y FUNERARIO 


Just one look at Johnny Anus and you know 
something's awry. What's going on in this man's 
head? All | know is he looks scary in eyeliner, 
can get farther "over the edge" than most people 
could survive, and watching him surf is quite, 
uh, breathtaking. Everything has a hint of the 
macabre — even his day job. /nterview by Darby. 


Darby: What got you started in the mortuary busi- 
ness? 

Johnny: | was out of work for about six months and | 
needed a job desperately. 

When was this? 

This was about three years ago. And Phil (drummer for 
Johnny's band Anus the Menus) — his wife is an embalmer. 
She told me that there was an opening in this well-known 
mortuary — so | went and applied. She gave me a good 
word and they hired me. My job consisted of, at that point, 
mortuary representative. | basically did casket inventory, 
hauled flowers up stairs to slumber rooms and they trained 
me on cosmetics and dressing the deceased and putting 
them in caskets. 

When you first started, did you immediately start 
getting trained? 

Yeah, they needed a lot of help because it was really busy. 
In and out. In and out. Like a fast food-type thing. So they 
started training me with makeup. | enjoyed that depart- 
ment the most, because it's an art form, in a sense. 

You wear makeup, don't you? 

Not any more. 

But you had some experience in makeup. 

Yeah. That was years ago, but, yeah. Back in the death 
rock days of Corpus Selecti (former band). | had my fan- 
tasy mortuary experience back then. 

You've lived the hard, fast life? 

Sure. I've gone to a lot of funerals in my time 

Was it still weird the first time you had to work 
on them? 

The first time, they didn't give me a tour of the mortuary 
or anything, they just said “meet here Friday morning at 
8:00 and enter through this back door.” So | walked in 
and there was all these dead bodies laying on gurneys 
throughout the mortuary. | was sort of taken aback. Then | 
walked through and checked them all out. But they all 
looked like clay figures — they didn't look real. 
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When you do the makeup job, is it "this is a 
Johnny Anus' make-up job?" Are some makeup 
artists really horrible and people go to their fu- 
herals looking more haggard than they did... 
Yeah, definitely: Families complain quite a bit about the 
make-up jobs. Not quite a bit, but every so often. We would 
have to go back and touch it up. Make it look more pre- 
sentable. But a lot of times the deceased come in, you 
know... you can't fix them up. They're dead. What can you 
do? You can't make them look alive. 
Do you get some that are old and rotting already? 
Yeah, decomposing. There's not a whole lot you can do. 
You can do a lot of restorative work. A lot of wax patch- 
up. Heavy makeup. But it doesn't look like they're alive or 
back to normal. Although, there are times when you have 
a hundred year-old lady and you do the makeup on her 
and she'll look sixty years old 
What are some of the more strange or drastic 
things you’ve gone through working there? 
A really eerie thing that happened once was | was putting 
fingernail polish on a woman and | was holding her hand. 
| was putting the nail polish on, and | pulled on her arm, 
so | could get a better angle, and her muscles tightened 
up and her hand tightened up on my hand. | had this spine- 
chilling feeling. Then | put her arm back and it opened up. 
Another time, | was helping my friend, our drummer's 
wife, in the prep room. Somebody had blown their head 
off, and she needed help to rewire his skull back together. 
| was in there helping her. | actually had my hand inside 
his head 
When you shoot yourself in the head, do they 
clean out all the insides, or would that make it 
cave in? Do they clean out all the insides when 
they embalm? 
In a typical autopsy, they take out the brain and all the 
organs and they'll put them in a little bag or something 
So then when they do the embalming...there's a whole pro- 
cess. | don't know a whole lot about it. They pull the skin 
down over the face to get inside the head. 
What do they do with all the holes? 
They stitch those up. The arteries in the neck. When they 
do the organs, they have these little buttons they plug up 
the hole with 
Does any of this stuff make you sick? 
No, it doesn't bother me at all. The only thing that makes 


me sick is the smell sometimes, the dead smell, or some- 
times when somebody hàs maggots. They've been de- 
composing in a field somewhere and they bring them in. 
The flies have already planted the eggs in their body and 
they'll be all dressed and cosmetized and ready to go, and 
maggots will start coming out of their nose or some ori- 
fice. That's pretty sick 

Does that happen a lot? 

Not a whole lot. Every so often. You just hope it doesn't 
happen when the family is around 

Ohhh...That's pretty bad. | can’t imagine eating 
lunch and going back to work, trying to keep it 
down with the odors and stuff. 

You get to the point where you just eat lunch there in the 
mortuary with everybody lying around. You get used to it 
— though you never get used to the smell. But going back 
to other stories...about jewelry. At times we do have to 
remove jewelry and rings. Rings being the hardest of it. 
The fingers will swell up and will be stuck on, and we 
can't take them off. And the family wants it back. So a lot 
of times, we have to stick soap or vaseline on. And if that 
doesn't work, we really have to pull and pry. There's some- 
thing called skin slip, where the skin will slip off. Some- 
times when you pull the ring and skin will come off with 
it. Or you'll actually hear the finger crack. 

$0 you're a funeral director now. Do you orga- 
nize the whole thing? Is this is good training for 
putting on concerts? 

Sometimes it feels like that. Families come in, they bring 
in their musical equipment, their video equipment, they 
have their soloist and their organ player. Bagpipers and 
flutists...they bring in all these people and it becomes a 
full production. You have the minister and he's going to 
say his sermon and the eulogy, and someone else comes 
up and does something 

Are there some bodies that are really dirty? Like 
they died and they didn’t wash for a few days? 
Oh, they wash them when they embalm them, though a 
lot of older people that come out of convalescent homes, 
their toenails are really long, curled up. Their feet are all 
curved under. 

Have you heard any scary stories, ghost stories? 
None that have happened to me. I've heard a lot of stories 
though: One was, Phil's wife, she was embalming some 
young guy who got in a car accident. David Bowie came 
on the radio. She was closing the person's eyes — when 
you close the eyes, you put eyecaps on before and then 
pull the lid over it. And then she heard a voice say, “turn it 
up,” and she turned around, and the radio turned up. And 
then she turned back, and the eyes were open and the 
eyecaps were gone. She freaked and ran out. Another time 
she was embalming and she felt someone grabbing her 
head — and she turned around and nobody was there. 
There's a lot of stories. Just going into the elevator, and 
all of a sudden it gets really cold. Hearing a baby cry, out 
of this one room in particular. 

Death is so in your face, does it change the way 
you think about it? 

| think in a way. Not a whole lot, because | sort of went 
into this job with the same feeling. 

And what was that? 

That I'm not afraid of death. | think it's going to be the 
biggest adventure a person ever goes through. And I'm 
really not scared of it. When it's time, | will be looking 
forward to it 

What do you think it’s going to have in store for 
you? 

That's the whole thing. | don’t know. | will know when it 
happens. That's why | think it's such a big adventure. The 
unknown 

What if it ends up being nothing? 

Then | won't know, and it won't matter. SS 


And because we have breath in our mouths and thoughts in our head, we shall assume that we are alive, whereas we are really dead. -Rudyard Kipling 
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If the name Boyd Rice isn't a household 


word where you live, your home must. 


be in another, perhaps a happier, 


- reality. Boyd has been fucking with this 
| most deserving of worlds since his well 
documented childhood pranks in 


Lemon Grove, CA. (see the “Pranks” 
issue of Re/Search), and hasnt let up 
for a second since. Noise pioneer, cul- 
tural terrorist, crypto-fascist, pop slar, 


Satanist, Tiny, Tim fan, apocalyptic 


doomsayer, Wishnik Troll doll col- 
lector, philosopher, evil clown, sensi- 
tive poet — No matter what one might 
think of Mr. Rice, it's to his credit that, 


love or hate him, he is a difficult man to 


ignore. Intelligent, articulate, contro- 
versial, and, well, fun, Boyd is the Will 
Rogers of the Darkside. His opinions 
are defiantly his own, not some lame 
parroting of whatever is supposed to be 
“cool” to think and feel at the time, so if 
by chance anything in this interview 
offends your P.C. sensibilities, go read 
fucking Children's Highlights... 
preferably in Dr. Kevorkian's waiting 
room. Interview by Don Bolles. 





BID: | told you | used to play your 
song “People,” about the “brutal 
gardener” that the world requires, 
every Saturday night on my “All- 
Night Truck Driver Show” on a com- 
mercial radio station here in L.A., 
didn't I? 

BOYD: You probably told me. My memory 
is almost non-existent at this point. 

It was really good. The guy whose 
show preceded mine, his entire 
brain was non-existent. And so I'd 
always dedicate it to him. By the 
way, this interview is for Ben Is 
Dead. 

Yeah 

1 don't get to do a Boyd Rice piece 
for the Time-Warner teen magazine 
I write for just yet. 

Why not? | did that pop piece at Project. 
Which one? 

Strawberry Switchblade. 

Oh yeah. | think Rose McDowell 
from Strawberry Switchblade’s 
association with Death in June and 
Current 93 would certainly qualify 
her as a death-like entity worthy of 
inclusion in the “death and 
destruction” issue. Speaking of 


Rose McDowell, what’s going on 
with Spell (Boyd and Rose’s latest 
musical project) since you had to 
change the name? 

| haven't heard. | just asked the record 
company what the status of that was and 
they said, “Gee, we really haven't thought 
about it. We'll have to ask the people in 
England.” That's where it stands now, 
What, are they going to take a gen- 
eral poll of the population there? 
No, they were going to ask the people at 
Mute records in England. Rose and | aren't 
quite Britain's sweethearts yet, so we prob- 
ably shouldn't just ask the man in the 
street to decide what the status of our pro- 
ject should be. 

Do you have any alternate names in 
mind? 

Yeah. One would be “Rose and Boyd.” 
Sort of like Nancy and Lee. 

Or Donny and Marie. Or Paul and Paula. 
Or Ike and Tina. 

All the groups that are a guy and a gal have 
been “Dick and Dee Dee” or one of those 
“and” names. We should have done that 
from the get-go. But now, | guess this 
other band with our same name “Spell” 
has just signed some huge contract with a 








major label 

See what happens when other 
people cash in on your publicity? 
The world is a pretty ugly place. 
Gettin’ uglier all the time. 

Speaking of which, and correct me 
if I'm wrong, but you're generally 
regarded as someone that has a 
rather... well, bleak world view. 
Would the term “existential 
nihilism" be too far off as a syn- 
opsis of your general philosophy? 
Oh, 1 don't know... (sigh) People think l'm 
a pessimistic person. | think I'm fairly opti- 
mistic. I'm a realist. | don't see myself as 
being "dark and дооту." 1 think I'm just 
honest. | look at the world and | see where 
it's heading. Everyone else wants to 
imagine that the world is heading towards 
peace and brotherhood, and all that sort of 
stuff. But | think it's heading quite the 
opposite direction 

But, gee Boyd, what about those 
exciting developments in South 
Africa? 

(Laughs) Yeah, what about them? And in 
the Mideast. Just today, some sort of 
peace accord was signed 

See, there’s peace and brother- 


More than 1,000 people die every year from falling objects. 


hood. And Nelson Mandela. 

Yeah, wonderful. Now South Africa has a 
guy whose wife is in jail for murder, run- 
ning the country. Great, If that's your idea 
of a step forward, then that's fine for you. 
don't think it bodes well. 

I'm going up to San Francisco this 
weekend, so | talked on the phone 
to a few people | know there, not 
your typical P.C. San Franciscans - 
as you can well imagine — but, still, 
all they talked about was the “mir- 
acle of voting in South Africa.” 
(Laughs) Did you happen to get a glance at 
the ballots? This is a nation of millions of 
fucking people who can't even read. They 
have to have a photograph printed on the 
ballot! This is like romper room voting. It's 
ridiculous 

I've got to get a television. 

Yeah, you do. And then they made the 
Zulus an important party just about a week 
before the whole thing. And they came into 
the Parliament to check it out, to see how 
they were going to like this democratic 
process. And here's a bunch of fucking 
people wearing cheetah skin loin cloths 
and holding spears in Parliament! | was 
telling a friend of mine that whenever they 
show this "democratic process" in South 
Africa, it looks like something out of King 
Solomon's Mines — have you ever seen 
that movie? And he says "Are you referring 
to the fact that Chief (of the Zulus) 
Buthelezi played the head of the Zulus in 
King Solomon's Mines?" | said "Excuse 
me?" And he said, "Yeah, Buthelezi was 
actually in the movie King Solomon's 
Mines," and he thought | knew this and | 
was casting some snide comment, or 
something. It seems | always have my 
finger precisely on the truth, whether I'm 
aware of it or not 

| just read your definition of truth in 
an interview you did with Answer 
Me! - ‘A meaningless label that 
each person attaches to the variety 
of falsehood they find most attrac- 
tive.’ - | thought it was pretty 
amusing. 

(laughing) Maybe it’s amusing. Maybe it’s 
tragic. To me that's realism. Most people 
would say that's a cynical, pessimistic 
thing to say, but that's what | see in the 
world 

Well, you’ve always struck me as a 
rather happy fellow. | thought it 
was odd that the folks at Ben Is 
Dead waited until the “Death and 
Destruction” issue to do an inter- 
view with you. Maybe they haven't 
been to your underground bunker 
and seen your huge collection of 
“Wishnik” Troll dolls... 

And Tiny Tim memorabilia. When they do 
their issue that's devoted entirely to Tiny 
Tim and Wishniks, I'll be included in that 
one, too. 








| also happen to know that you had 
no greater joy in life than the time 
you got to show Marcia Brady 
around Denver. 

That was pretty exciting. 

I'm sure that’s quite an understate- 
ment. What were some of the high- 
lights? 

She told me about when she was on the 
Toad with the Brady kids. | asked her what 
it was like being out on the road with a 





















who are on a fist name | tae with Bobby 
Sherman and, when you ask what he's 
like, they all say the exact same thing, and 
so did Marcia. She said, like they all do, 
"He's this incredibly intelligent guy. He's a 
brilliant guy... and, hey, he built a scale 
model of Disneyland in his backyard." 
What did he build it from? 

| think initially when he was fourteen he 
built it out of cardboard, but later he built 
a larger version made out of wood. When 
he was a kid he'd charge people in the 
neighborhood a dime to look at it. 

You got to accompany Marcia on a 
special mission, didn't you? 
Actually it was her husband. He needed to 
go to the store and | had a few extra min- 
utes, so | took him. We finally find a store 
out in the middle of nowhere, and he's 
walking up and down the aisles looking 





























buys this box of condoms. I'm thinking 
‘geez, this guy sitting next to me in the car 
is gonna be fucking Marcia Brady in a few 
minutes!’ 

What did that do to you? 

(Laughter) | don't know. | know a lot of 
people who would have been really into it. 


She’s no Lisa Suckdog. 

(Laughter) Then again, who is? 
Well, one person certainly is, and 
_we all know who that would be. 
_ Which brings us to something that 


e Boyd Rice and Lisa Suckdog 
rs true? 

of them are probably true. 1 won't 
it too much, but it is a grand 
arks were definitely flying 


inspiring person to 
e l'm around suck 






e have a publication... 
for one particular item, and finally, he 


- inquiring minds want to know; Are 


feel sorry for people who feel guilt.... 





thought my heart was made of stone and 
No love would ever take root there again. 
(sniff) That’s so... (choke)... beau- 
tiful! How has all of this changed 
your outlook? 

It hasn't changed my views in any way 
whatsoever, except now there's a sexy 
person living in my house. She's moving 
here at the end of the month. 

To your underground bunker? 

Yeah, to my place here in Denver. 

Well, I've been fortunate enough to 
visit there, but for those of our 
S that haven't, what's it 


n wonderland! Did 1 
fs up in the Kitchen 


in now, the black 
e oi them. | have these 
grapes hanging in 
my room |, and blue lights 
in them. 

You're a lucky man. 

| am! Life is good. It's strange, because 
I've had these grape lamps and this table 
full of those big bundles of glass grapes 
that were really popular during the 605. 
And then there's this huge plaque on the 
wall that is Bacchus! So | have this little 
Bacchus theme going. And as you know 
I'm interested in the Gnostic deity 
Abraxas, and | just got linked up with this 
guy who was an Abraxas scholar who told 
me that Bacchus is really just another 
form of Abraxas. He was sort i this god 
of revelry, but he was al 
dead. So he was like 
s both those qualities of 


It's called Wake. 
Right, and it’s a publication of the 
Abraxas foundation. Are you still 
publishing Wake? 

I've seriously been thinking about pub- 


that. I'm just not crazy about di 


For me it was a weird kind of short circuit. @ 


$. and about how all 
e should rise up and 
stomp down all the people who are un- 
cool. It would basically be the same mes- 
sage, but in these fun terms that every- 
body could relate to. 

A brutal and sassy gardener: 
(Laughter) Yeah. x 
You told me about a Bois weird 





was in town, but it was closed, so I 
never actually went. What was that 


restaurant in Denver the last time Î 





-Ted Bundy 


take matters into their own hands. 
| think that's the way it's going. | think that 
left to their own devices, these pet 
would die — they're just being a little: 
pro-active about it. 
| always thought that was a fu 
thing about Christianity. If heav 
is such a great place to be, 
everything we do here is just 
kind of sin and deviltry, 


place about? 

Oh, the Casa Bonita! When Lisa first came 
to town we went directly to Casa Bonita 
from the train station. Whenever anyone 
comes to town | take them to Casa Bonita! 
It's a cross between Taco Bell and 
Disneyland. It's a restaurant with a water- 
fall inside, a lagoon, people dressed up 
like monkeys running through the restau- 
rant, people juggling fire, clitf divers, 
there's a haunted cave... 

Denver also is the headquarters of 


Partridge Family Temple. 
the gist of that? 

The Partridge Family 

of god structure, like a lot of a 
theistic religions. $ 

Keith would be: 
would be the 
really makes n 

people grew up the 

fond memories of what was goin’ i 

and they can't really relate to the older 
religions, or Christianily or the "new age." 
Its something that makes sense for a 
whole segment of the population. You can 
get their records in thrift stores and listen 
to them. It's far more real and immediate 
than most religions. 

Right. You probably couldn’t go 
























































they’re the ones who 
come it with open arms 1 
freshly baked batch of cookies. 


and get a of “Bacchus’ 

Greatest Hits" done by the original — (Gufíaws) Indeed 

artist. So, how would you like to die? 

No. Even somebody like David Koresh, Мо! that it's something | dwell on, but 

singing songs about Jesus. | mean, who guess anyone would like to go out 
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of people with ‘em, 
You've already taken out a lot 





I think it's RES 
So what do you think 


lishing something more mainstream than... you M foreword 


maybe there | 
end. There's 

join Kurt and othe 
rock "n roll heaven. When 1 a most civil 
the People’s Temple | thought, "Whoahl I. and. other times, 
hope ti this is a fad! * In the past, 
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One guy he got mad at — he got arrested 
for this — he chased him down the street 
with a hammer and beat the hell out of 
him! (Guffaws) 

It’s a good thing he has the band as 
an outlet. 

That's exactly right. It's like the people who 
try to get my records off the shelves. These 
people should hope I'm a happy contented 
person and that my records sell, ‘cause if 
there's ever a day that comes when | don’t 
have that outlet, I'm gonna start making a 
fucking list... 

Well, look what happened to 
Charlie Manson. 

Exactly. Or there's people who say "If only 
Hitler had gotten accepted to art school." 
What about David Tibet? 

A really brilliant guy — a very funny guy. If 
the bottom ever falls out of Current 93, he 
could definitely make a living as a stand 
up comic... 

He actually seems like a funny 
fellow... Isn't he a Tibetan 
Buddhist? 

He's something different every time | turn 
around. He was a Catholic for a while, he 
was a Thelemite or whatever, for a while. .. 
Someone told me he had a 
"Thelemic Voice," whatever that 
would be... 

(Laughs) That's because he's a member of 
the aristocracy. He has one of those highly 
evolved kind of Aleister Crowley sounding 
Voices, which in Britain, people just think 
“Aah, fuckin’ upper crust asshole.” He is 
one of these guys that's gone to finishing 
school... 

You’re working on a new Non 
album? 

Yeah. It's gonna be based on the book 
Might is Right by Ragnar Redbeard. It's 
going to be called “Might,” and it will be 
musical interpretations of things from 
Might is Right and readings from it, along 
with recitals of some of the poems. I've 
used a couple of Ragnar Redbeard things 
in the past, and | was doing this new 
record, trying to figure out which way to go 
with it , and | thought "What the heck... " 
What are some things you've used 
by him? 

There's something on “Music Martinis and 
Misanthropy" by him, and on “In the 
Shadow of the Sword" there's a thing 
called "Might is Right"... about how 
might was right when Caeser bled upon 
the stones of Rome... Supposedly, Anton 
La Vey was in some archives of Jack 
London, and he says that Jack London 
wrote Might is Right. He saw bits of the 
Might is Right manuscript in the Jack 
London Library. 

So perhaps Jack London is Ragner 
Redbeard... 

There's definitely a chance. He did write 
some amazing books and lead this adven- 
turer's life. It wouldn't surprise me in the 
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least. 

What is kind of surprising is the 
record you and your future mother- 
in-law just did. 

Why should that surprise anyone? This is 
exactly the sort of thing I've been inter- 
ested in forever. I've always been talking 
about it. Just recently I've started doing it. 
This pop record with Rose McDowell and 
this thing with Mary Ellen Carver... That 
song “Let's Keep it Friendly” was origi- 
nally done by Patrick McNee and Honor 
Blackman from the '60s TV Series "The 
Avengers.” It was the B side to their single 
"Kinky Boots”. When Lisa asked me to do 
something with her mom, that was the first 
thing that came to mind — "Let's Keep it 
Friendly." 

That's also a good idea to reinforce 
those concepts with your future in- 


^IT SEEMS 1 ALWAYS HAVE MY 


FINGER PRECISELY ON THE TRUTH, 
WHETHER I'M AWARE OF IT OR NOT." 


laws. 

The content of the song is weird because 
there's a sexual innuendo there as well. 50 
it's also interesting to do a song with.a 
fifty-five year old woman, where we're 
saying "Well, let's just keep it friendly, 
‘cause if we became romantically involved 
all sorts of weird things could go on.” 
Say no more! I’m looking foreword 
to hearing that. It just came out 
recently right? 

Yeah. Evidently it's doing really good. Lisa 
just talked to somebody at a record store 
who ordered and sold one hundred copies 
the same day it came in. 

What about the album of all 
whistling that you’re rumored to be 
working on? 

“The Happy Whistlers".— it's something 
we decided hasn't been done in a while so 
it was time for someone to do it 

Hey, was there a Non / Smegma 
split single? 

Yeah. 

That wasn’t the first thing you did, 
with the two holes, was it? 

It was that first Non single, re-released in 
Britain, but with me on one side and 
Smegma on the other side. There's no real 
connection, it was just a thing the record 
company thought to do... "Oh, these are 
two bands from America — we'll put one on 
one side and one on the other..." 
Speaking of American bands, how 
are the Tards (Boyd and Feral House 
publishing mogul Adam Parfrey’s 
band) doing? 

Oh, the next big thing! It is the next big 


thing, because what inspires people today 
is stuff that has devolved down to the level 
of retardation. .. 

The last time | talked to Courtney 
Love, | gave her a tape of children's 
music and such ‘cause | heard Kurt 
was really into it. The first thing 
she said is that what she and Kurt 
really wanted is music by "Tards." 
They were really into the Kids of 
Whidney High. Or maybe Kurt was a 
big Tards fan. | guess we'll never 
know. 

Never know or care. 

One thing that | read in your inter- 
view in the “Pranks” issue of 
Re/Search that was pretty funny - 
you were talking about playing the 
Shangra Las 45s at 33! Did you ever 
play “My Boyfriend’s Back” by the 





Angels at 33? My friend Mike Vague 
turned me on to that concept - it 
really does sound like a bunch of 
extremely gay men. 

You know what's really good, there's a 
Smurfs song called Чт а Blue 
Toothbrush — You're a Pink Toothbrush." 
If you slow that down to 16, it sounds like 
a normal guy singing “I'm a Blue 
Toothbrush, you're a Pink Toothbrush, 
and we met at the bathroom door. ... " 

| know this is straight outta 
nowhere, but this is the “death 
issue”: What comes to mind at the 
mention of the color black? 

You know | took one of those Jungian per- 
sonality tests, where they ask you your 
favorite color, and animal, and body of 
water, and stuff. At the time my favorite 
color was either black or red. | like black. | 
think it's mysterious and powerful and it 
makes me feel comfortable. I'm sitting in 
this room which is completely black; it 
gives you the impression of infinite space, 
almost. 

You have a close relationship with 
Anton La Vey. Does he still perform 
the odd ritual or two? Does he still 
have that ol’ black magic? 

Anton's form of ritualizing nowadays is 
just playing his music and getting together 
with like-minded people and discussing 
things that are important to both of them. | 
have been over there when a definite mood 
has started to take place and he'll start 
playing certain frequencies on his synthe- 
sizer and the next day unbelievable things 
will happen. Incredible catastrophes 


relating to what we were talking about . 
One night he was playing this frequency 
that was a combination of black noise and 
white noise which he said is his ideal 
sound for releasing adrenal energy, and 
while he was doing this he was talking 
about when he was in the police depart- 
ment and there was a specific radio fre- 
quency or code that meant dead bodies on 
the highway. So the next day there was this 
bus driver that lost control of the bus, 
plowed through a crowd of people, 
smashed through all these cars, and this 
one car that looks just like La Vey's car got 
hooked on the front of the bus and sort of 
led the bus around in this rampage of 
destruction. The car also had a personal- 
ized license plate very similar to La Vey's. 
This stuff happens all the time, Just 
recently he had a dream of a plane 
crashing into water, 
and when he woke up 
he went and got a 
newspaper to see if 
anything like this had 
happened, and sure 
enough a plane had 
crashed into the bay in 
San Francisco. He 
never buys the paper 
but he just had to find out if anything like 
this happened, so while he was reading 
this he found out about this cab that burst 
into flames in front of this cathedral on 
good Friday, and the number of the cab 
was 666. 

Hey, have you talked to Bob Larson 
lately? 

| went over to his house to bring him the 
CD Rose and | did just before | left, and 
took along one of his old albums to have 
him sign. 

Was it “Bob Larson Speaks Qut"? 
Yeah. | also have that one where he's 
Singing about being on the plane with the 
Jeff Beck group, and how they're all going 
to go to hell. It's really good... he sings 
songs about soap operas, about how all 
this horrible stuff is happening, children 
being born out of wedlock and he's saying 
if you're smart you'll turn it off. 

Are you guys sort of friends through 
your adversarial position? 

Yeah, | think he gets some sort of peculiar 
thrill out of knowing somebody like me. 
He likes to brag on his radio show and say 
stuff like "I had dinner at Boyd Rice's 
house, and lived." Did I tell you that Bob's 
book Abaddon describes my apartment? 
It's kind of twisted. He describes going 
into the headquarters of this evil group 
that's going to take over the world, and 
how there’s this sign that says “Abandon 
hope all ye who enter here.” 

Well you are a magister in the 
Church of Satan. 

Um... yeah. 


William Hall, an Englishman, killed himself in 1971 by boring eight holes into his head with an electric drill. 
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Mystery Surrounds 
Executiwve’s Death 


Brett Gurewitz, founder and president 
of Los Angeles based Epitaph 
Records, was found dead in the back 
seat of his AMC Pacer stretch limo by 
employees early Monday morning. 
Cause of death is yet unknown, but Gurewitz appears to have suffered 
strangulation, asphyxiation, electrocution and a .22 shotgun blast to the 
big toe. Sources at the county coroners office claim that an autopsy has 
turned up nothing unusual, aside from a lethal amount of goat cheese 
found in the deceased’s lower intestine, and an abnormally high per- 
centage of Draino in the bloodstream 

With no evidence, suspects, motives or 
leads, the LA Sherrif's office is first trying to 
solve the question: poorly coordinated sui- 
cide or major label hit job? Their only clue 
may lie in Gurewitz's last will and testament, 
found in the dead man's underwear... 


EE tend 





|, Brett Gurewitz, being of sound mind and 
body, do hereby bequeath, in the event of 
my untimely death, the following: to Tim Yo 
and associates at Maximum Rock and Roll, 
my secret files on the pending MCA/ 
Sony/BMG/Polygram/WEA/EMI/Sympathy for the Record Industry/Epitaph 
merger; to my loyal bandmates, the entirety of my Atlantic advances, or 
$200, whichever is greater; to Fat Mike, my collection of dog collars, 
whips and my coveted custom tailored piss hood; to Danny Goldberg 
and associates at Atlantic Records, my record options for Insted, Coffin 
Break, Dag Nasty and Little Kings; to my wife Maggie and the kids, my 
lifetime Achievement Award from the Gay Male Erotica and Video 
Institution; and to my dedicated and loyal employees at Epitaph, | leave 
the direction and leadership of Chuck Berry who shall, in execution of 
this will, become sole stockholder, Secretary and President of Epitaph 
Records. Finally, in regards to the disposal of my corpse: | trust in the 
integrity of the executor of this will, to honor my last wishes. Please 
cement me, after the removal and donation of my tattoos to the Hanky 
Panky Skin Museum, in my beloved 1972 Trans Am, along with my 
collection of Power 
Ranger Action Figures, 
and bury me in the 
Sacred Ancient Hebrew 
burial ground, 17 miles 
Northwest of 
Bakersfield. 


“| don’t care--he's still not getting on the cover” Al Flipside 
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“Thank heavens--hopefully now ticket prices will stabilize” lan McKaye 











î HANMER FRONT MAN JON WAHL WORKS OFF CONTRACT 


CLAW HAMMER SPLITS 
JUSTIN TIME 


TO AVOID FALLQUT! 





The death of punk rock mogul Brett Gurewitz has left 
the pop group Claw Hammer with feelings of guilt and 
relief. Recently the foursome agreed to a $2.5 million 
out of court settlement to the Epitaph Corporation and 
$17 punitive damages to the Gurewitz family for 
obscene finger gestures. 

Animosities are based on a twenty-two 
record $1 million contract Claw Hammer signed with 
Epitaph in October 1992. "Yeah, Brett had alot of faith 
in us but opportunity knocked," replied Jon Wahl ref- 
fering to Interscope Record's upping of the deal by 
one dollar "and lucky for us we didn't sign anything 
with [Epitaph]." There are allegations that when sign- 
ing the contracts, the band used invisible ink pens pur- 
chased at a nearby toy store. 

"We had no problems with Brett or Epitaph," 
commented bassist Rob Walther, "he had always been 
very good to us but things change, we had to move 
on." Rob failed to mention the offer for Claw Hammer 
to guest appear on the hit primetime soap opera 
Beverly Hills 90210 if signed to Interscope. Guilt has 
overwhelmed guitarist Chris Bagarrozzi, who has been 
seeing a psychotherapist since Brett's death. "What? 
He's dead? Bummer dude," brooded the lickster, "do 
we get to keep the money?" 

As part of the settlement Claw Hammer 
agreed to one thousand hours of free labor at the 
Epitaph warehouse. “He had us mopping the ware- 
house floor,” complained drummer Bob Lee “but now 
that he's kicked the bucket, | guess | can clock out.” 


"Gee, ! hope | can still get free t-shirts” Ricki Rackman 


PHOTO:DARBY 


A RAW SEX PINT 





This interview was conducted by telephone with an anonymous ex-Epitaph employee who 
is rumored to be suing the company for an undisclosed amount of money. 


OK, so we understand you won't reveal your identity. Why not? 

| don’t want any of those Epitaph crazies coming after me. | mean they're all crazy, man, 
and they'd do anything to protect Brett's image 

Protect his image from what? 

Well, there's lots of stuff...! mean, there’s stuff going on at Epitaph that you wouldn't 
believe. None of the bands will admit it, but they're all involved too, When | first started 
working there, everything seemed so normal, but things got weird pretty fast. 

How long did you work there? 

Two and a half years 

So what exactly was going on there? 

Well everyone was just obsessed with sex. | mean, they were always talking about anal Sex, 
oral sex, kinky sex, you name it, in the office. | thought it was all just talk, but then | noticed 
that Brett and one or the other of the employees would go out in the warehouse a couple of 
times a day, and they'd act real weird when they came back, you know? Brett was always 
grabbing my ass and stuff, but he said he just liked to wrestle so! didn’t say anything. Then 
one day Brett told me to come into the warehouse with him...and he...he,you know, 
he...buggered me! After that, they made me participate in these really kinky orgies and 
stuff, right there in the office! | mean, there were knobs going into bums everywhere! They 
even had a dog in there, dude! Lots of times the bands would be there too, that guy 
Fletcher from Pennywise even peed on me. Sometimes it got really rough, especially those 
women that work there, they're all total nymphos. Rhonda even has a jackhammer instead 
of a vibrator! 

Now that Brett’s dead, are you going to forgive and forget? 

No way, I'm sueing his estate for his car and a whole lot of money. | gotta go now, but 
you'll be able to hear about the whole thing in two weeks: I'm going to be on Oprah! 





"BARS HAVE BEEN USED TO PROTECT INDIVIDUAL'S IDENTITY. 
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The Offspring-“Smash” 
Epitaph Records 
After years of influencing such bands as TSOL, 
Agent Orange, Bad Religion, and more recently 
Pennywise, the Offspring are finally receiving the 
recognition they deserve. Smash is by far their 
best record on Epitaph to date. It's no wonder 
the Offspring won Cute Band Award in April's 
issue of Sassy. Don't just check them out on the 
thousands of radio stations that their hit sin- 
gle,“Come Out and Play,” is dominating...go out 
and buy the record...and the cassette...and the 
compact disc...and the soon to be released trad- 
ing cards... 

(Dexter Holland) 





Down By Law-"punkrockacademyfightsong" 
Epitaph Records 
| haven't actually heard this CD, but my friend 
says it's pretty cool. This is the third from 
California's sweethearts, and Dave Smalley and 
friends have really set themselves apart from 
the Punk Rock wannabe's. With the new line-up 
(Thurstin Moore and Steve Albini play all the 
instruments), DBL has mastered the “1-2-FUCK- 
YOU” style of Punk Rock. From the opening 
lyrics, “Fuck you, you fuckin’ fucks!“ to the 
more introspective and moving song, “Satanic 
Majesty,” where Smalley opens up to us with "I 
can feel the Angel of Darkness when the cold 
wind begins to roll"---this album is Punk Rock. 
(Gunter Oswald) 


1 "Good! Sellouts deserve to die" Tim Yohannon 
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NOFX-“Punk in Drublic” 

Epitaph Records 

NOFX has been around for 10 years and have 
consistently written the punkest tunes on Earth. 
Unlike other Epitaph bands, NOFX actually has 
melody mixed in with its eclectic blend of punk, 
ska and lounge-core. Their new album, “Punk in 
Drublic", is the catchiest, punkest album ever 
written. The single,"Don't Call Me White" (to be 
available on Fat Wreck Chords, catalog #514, $4 
postpaid), is much catchier than that swill being 
played on KROQ. What's it called,“Come Out and 
Separate” or something? It’s by that other 
Epitaph band, Pennyspring...or was it Offwise? 
Anyway, go out and buy “Punk in Drublic" so 
you can maintain your punk superiority over 


everyone else. Except NOFX. 
(Overweight Mike) 





Pledge of Defiance 


Total Chaos-“Pledge of Defiance” 

Epitaph Records 

We're punker than you! We're punker than your 
friends! We use more hair spray in a week than 
your mom uses in a year, so we're punker than 
her too! We are the punks, we are the punks! 
(Also check out the self-released LP, “We are 
the Future, We are the Punks”, which sold one 


million copies in Mexico.) 
(Rob Choas) 








= PENNYWISE 


road 





“ a^ 
Pennywise-"Unknown Road" 
Epitaph Records 
Pennywise is back! Their debut release of 1991 
was, for lack of a better description,by far the 
best thing that Epitaph had ever put out...well 
not any more. "Unknown Road", Pennywise's 
second effort, has taken over the throne. Having 
sold more records than any band on the label for 
it's debut release, the band's popularity contin- 
ues to soar, having toured the states and 
Europe. "Unknown Road" has 13 of the catchi- 
est, most powerful and lyrically stirring songs 
ever written! 





(Jim Limburger) 


CLASSIFIED ADS 


FORMER LEGENDARY PUNK BAND SEEKS GUI- 
TAR/SONGWRITER. MUST HAVE A USELESS 
MASTERS DEGREE IN SOMETHING OBSCURE, 
AND MUST BE WILLING TO SELL-OUT FOR 
ANY PRICE. WHOLESOME FAMILY IMAGE A 
PLUS. 1.213.! ОРРЕМО 


NOW HIRING! INDIE LABEL STAFF SEEKS 
QUALIFIED PREZ. MUST HAVE EXCELLENT 
COMPUTER SKILLS: PROFICIENT IN SOLI- 
TAIRE, MINESWEEPER AND TETRIS. NO FOR- 
MER MAJOR LABEL EXECUTIVES, NO TOURING 
BANDS PLEASE. 1.213.1 OFFEND 
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RERIN AND DARBY GET DOWN WITh ThE DEVIL 


ANTON SZANDOR LAVEY | 


There are many interviews and 
books about the man Anton LaVey 
and his organization the Church of 
Satan, which delve deeply into his 
history and the origins of Satanism. 
If you find you are interested in 
gathering more in-depth details you 
should search for those texts. Ours 
isa story of meeting Mr. LaVey, and 
covers only a limited spectra of his 
worldly endeavors. 

When people think of 
Satanism there's that long list of 
clichéd ideas that pop into the 
mind: kidnapping, animal or child 
sacrifice, drug use... it seems, af- 
terall these years, Satanists are still 
having to defend themselves from 
what they call the "acts that idiols, 
hysterics or opportunists would like 
to credit us with." But what is the 
Church of Satan actually interested in accomplishing in 1994? In a recent flyer entitled, 
“Pentagonal Revisionism,” they give a brief of the plans, and state that each is necessary 
for Satanic change to take place. An abbreviated list includes: 1) Stratification (‘There 
can be no more myth of equality for all..."), 2) Strict taxation of all churches, 3) No 
tolerance for religious beliefs secularized and incorporated into law and order issues, 4) 
Development and production of artificial human companions ("an economic ‘godsend’ 
which will allow everyone power' over someone else."), and 5) The opportunity for any- 
one to live within a total environment of his or her choice, with mandatory adherence to 
the aesthetic and behavioral standards of same, 


While Kerin was helping me put this issue together she kept adding more and more 
names to the list of people whom she'd told we wanted to interview but either never 
contacted further or they didn't get back to us right away. In the end we were bombarded, 
and somehow Anton LaVey became one of the names that magically appeared upon this 
already impossible list. Overwhelmed, yet determined to include him in the magazine, we 
came up with the idea of having Boyd Rice (who was also on that list) and Anton inter- 
view each other (they were friends — we were getting desperate). It didn't work out though; 
Anton refused and said he'd only give the interview if we'd do it. Kerin was the Anton fan, 
having written about him before in Ben /s Dead, read all his books, etc., and so | thought 
sending her to San Francisco to do the interview would be a dream come true for her — 
instead she seemed more scared than excited. The finances, per usual, were also a strain, 
so when another BID writer (who happened to be male) was going up there around the 
same time and offered to do the piece, | thought it was the break we were looking for. | 
gave Blanche, Anton's manager and companion, a call, “Mr. LaVey doesn't like doing 
interviews with men," she said, "He's set on meeting Kerin.” “Uh, okay, um, we'll both be 
up there next week.” Oh god. “Hello, Kerin? Yeah, we're going up to interview Anton on 
Friday = just be ready.” | had to be firm with her. | had to go with her. | had to make certain 
it happened — make sure she couldn't back out at the last minute. The whole time | knew 
in the back of my mind | was going to get sucked into this. Fuck, | didn't need to meet 
“Satan” — | had enough problems. 


We didn’t know where we were meeting them. We only knew it was at a house with no 
address, with chipping, peeling paint, on а certain street and that the bell didn't work but 
that someone might see us and let us in. 7:30 p.m. was the time we were supposed to be 


There is a beast in man that should be exercised, not exorcised. -Anton LaVey 





there, and for the first time — in 
probably our whole lives — we 
were on time. The only thing we 
had to do, of course there's always 
something to do, was get some 
flowers for Anton and Blanche. 
We had come to the conclusion 
that we needed these flowers and 
that we just had to find a flower 
store. So we were driving, getting 
lost, passing every street we were 
supposed to take, because being 
on time, for us, is very hard to 
deal with. And every store we 
passed turned into a flower store, 
like “Cut Meat and Flowers,” 
“Locksmith and Flowers,” “Cof- 
fee and Flowers." Of course, there 
were no flower stores - unlike Los 
Angeles, with a flower store on at 
least every city block. Nearing the 
end of our journey, we finally found one. The perfect store with the perfect flowers. We 
bought them, and made the clerk put them in clear plastic with black bows. Two large, 
red, sorta phallic, tropical flowers that were about three feet long for Anton, and a beau- 
tiful lavender rose with some baby's breath for Blanche. Satisfied, we finally drove on to 
find the mysterious house, but after passing the area where it was supposed to be, we 
pulled over and pondered our misfortunes, wondering if we were on some wild goose 
chase. Maybe they changed their minds and wanted to sorta torture us. We were going 
back and forth as to what we were going to do, when Kerin looked to our right and 
realized we were parked in front of their house the whole lime. A dark house, sorta there, 
but hidden. It stood out, but at the same time you couldn't really see it. 

We found a parking spot immediately, which is rare in San Francisco, and it fit the 
car perfectly. After a quick pep-talk we walked up to the house, and some odd old charac- 
ter tending to a shiny black Jaguar out front let us in. Sure, we were a little bit afraid. 

He opened the first door and led us into this musty (European kind of musty) 
room, which was dark. There was a little recycling bin for cans on the floor but | couldn't 
tell what else was in there. He locked the door behind us and opened another door that 
led into a small sorta waiting room/library. We sat down and were left alone — both of us 
just waiting for the eyeballs on one of the pictures on the wall to move, haunted house 
style. There were no windows, 

After a few minutes we heard a noise coming from the other room. Kerin thought it 
was a parakeet or recorded music they were playing to scare us. Then Blanche came in 
with a baby, “Hi, | guess you heard our new addition.” Kerin told me her initial thought 
was that they had bought the baby. Perfect example of our state of mind. 

Blanche was dressed in a blue sweater, an above-the-knee black skirt, and some 
wrinkled stockings (with a garter) which looked like she'd slept in, and pumps. An attrac- 
tive girl, much younger than I'd imagined (she's 32). She had that full-figured thing going 
that Anton's into — she seemed a little disheveled, a tad white-trash. Later we were to 
recount her as a synthesis between Jayne Mansfield, Tina Yothers, and Tonya Harding = 
for whatever that's worth. 

She sat down with the baby on her lap. "What's his name?" Kerin asked. "Xerxes," 
she said. "Actually his legal name is Satan, but we call him Xerxes." He was six months 
old and actually very sweet — for a kid named Satan. 

We talked about the magazine, how they were impressed with it and thats why 
they'd agreed to do the interview — about him looking forward to meeting us. That's when 
Anton made his timely entrance. 


photo by Blanche 
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“Doctor, this is Kerin... Darby.” He looked just like 
the pictures: drastic features, a medium-large build, and 
an utterly charming voice. Dressed up in dark colors, a 
turtle neck, classic leather jacket and a u-boat captain's 
style hat. He looked about fifty — though he is actually 
twice Blanche's age. 

We gave them their flowers which they graciously 
accepted. He sat down and complimented us on the maga- 
zine — explained that he doesn't do interviews with larger 
corporate magazines anymore, how he appreciated talk- 
ing to people working on smaller publications and people 
on "what they call the cutting edge." When he started re- 
ferring to things in the editorial we knew he must be seri- 
ous. He said things like, "I want to increase your circula- 
tion” and, “Doors will open for you if this is done well.” 
The comment | was partial to though, was how he doesn't 
care what anyone has to say about him as long as they're 
honest... 

He told us that it was be- 
cause he was familiar with our 
work, and that we were familiar 
with his, that he specifically: 
wanted Kerin and | to talk with him. 
Blanche chimed in — she spoke for 
Anton often — and added, "Also, 
as you know from reading the 
Doctor's material, he admires 
powerful and potent women... he 
would rather spend the evening 
with two lovely women than some 
admiring fellow. He has a feeling 
that women are able to hear and understand, and that they're 
Not intimidated or put off by what he has to say.” Anton 
implied that men more often have hidden agendas and 
that it doesn't matter what he says sometimes, that he can 
talk until he's blue in the face, that they (or their employ- 
ers) will still print what they intended to print. "The buck 
Stops with you people — you're the writer, editor, and pub- 
lisher — I like that." 

| first asked to take out the tape recorder then, but 
they both reacted by insisting we needed to head out for 
the restaurant = we were all hungry, and the car was out 
front (they didn't want anyone to notice it and its person- 
alized plates). To our horror, when we made it outside, 
they had already planned on separating Kerin and |. “We 
were thinking that maybe Kerin can ride with the Doctor 
and Tony (the older gentleman who let us in), and we can 
tide with you,” Blanche said, and then added as if she 
noticed our dismay, “Then we won't get lost or anything.” 
Kerin grabbed my hand and squeezed it, and | let my mind 
Tun with thoughts about how they wanted to weaken us 
("They probably planned this all out, they have the advan- 
lage this way. .."). 

Obviously I'm a paranoid delusional freak but Kerin 
didn't help me from worrying about the weirdities which 
might occur. When | told her earlier that day that we'd be 
interviewing them at a restaurant she actually told me, "We 
Should eat before we go, trust me, he's going to try and 
slip us a mickie.” Since | didn't know much about this 
“Satanism” business, and | love to indulge in the “worst 
case scenario," | half-heartedly believed what she said. 
So, it seemed par-for the-course that before we went to 
their home | had supplied Kerin and myself with a walkie- 
talkie each, just in case this type of incident came up. The 
fact that Kerin accepted, convinced me she wasn't just try- 
ing to scare me... but that she really was afraid. 

So Blanche walked with me to the corner, baby in 
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tow, to my ugly American rental car. “Why is he entrusting 
her and his son with me?" | wondered. Oh, how | hoped 
they'd change their minds while they still could. I imag- 
ined the headlines "Freak Zine Editor's Reckless Driving 
Kills Satan!" We got in, belted the kid up in his carrier, and 
were on our way. Once we got moving | was less tense, 
Blanche was comfortable to be with — it was a mothering 
quality. She started talking to me about my beliefs — seem- 
ing very curious. | told her what | was interested in and 
that | wasn't prepared just yet to believe in anything. For a 
minute | played with thoughts that she was trying to re- 
cruit Church of Satan candidates. My mind skimmed its 
memory banks for cult and mind-control news items —| 
think it was about then | realized just how neurotic | was 
getting and | finally calmed down. 

It was a ten minute drive. | wondered what kind of 
strange old restaurant we were going to when we pulled 
into the parking lot of a big crowded mall where the Olive 


“IDENTITY IS SO MUCH IN DEMAND, 
IT USED TO BE CALLED ‘THE SOUL’ IN 


THE OLD DAYS. PEOPLE OFFER THEIR 
SOULS TO ME ALL THE TIME, BUT 
"SOULS" ARE CHEAP THESE DAYS." 





Garden was located. The others were already inside wait- 
ing. The waiters all seemed to know Anton (but did they 
know he was Anton LaVey?!). There was a wait so Kerin 
and | went to the bathroom to pee, and regroup. “Ohmygod 
Ohmygod Ohmygod!" Kerin was losing it. "Chill out Kerin," 
teased, “we're just going to have dinner with THE DEVIL." 
When we went back to the waiting area, Kerin sat with 
Blanche and they started talking. | heard Blanche tell her 
how she didn't trust anyone who wasn't close to their own 
family. | sat next to Anton, and was on edge waiting to see 
what deep, heavy topics he and / were going to discuss, 
relate to, or debate, when he announced, "I really loved 
the Curly Hair piece in the ‘Sassy’ issue." Gulp. Was he 
kidding? "Oh, really?" | asked. "My daughter Karla has 
curly hair," he said, "Actually you kinda remind me of her." 
| recalled from pictures she did have a similar, witchy look. 
"Ive been saying all along how you shouldn't wash or soap 
down your body so much. And lm so glad you guys didn't 
smell like perfume." | thought of Kerin dousing herself 
with musk oil just minutes before our arrival. | told him | 
only use oils, sandalwood specifically, and he said that he 
only likes sandalwood, musk and one other oil, and talked 
about the many different sexual references to sandalwood 
throughout history in books, and songs, and whatnot. 

| was actually enjoying our conversation. | asked 
him for the second time if he'd mind if | turned on the tape 
recorder, to which he replied "Why don't you take notes?" 
"| don't like taking notes. | take bad notes. | can never 
understand them,” | said, though unwillingly | obliged him. 
I told him that much of our interviews are about recreating 
the mood and feelings anyway. “That's good,” he said. If 
I'd only known then what that was leading-to—| just couldn't 
have imagined that he never intended on allowing us to 
tape record our conversations together. 

We were led to our table, a big long one in the back, 
and when we sat down he said, “Blanche, | talked her into 


laking notes." i; What?! The blood rushed from my limbs. 
That clichéd lightbulb appeared above my head as | fig- 
ured out what was happening and forced the words, “Well, 
| would still like to tape this." But Anton quickly replied, 
“I've had bad experiences with tape recorders. I've been 
burned before." To which Blanche added, "He's even had 
problems recording himself, his music. He'll just clam up." 
They were bouncing right off each other. Anton's turn, "It's 
rather difficult; every time something comes along that | 
break my rule for, something goes wrong. The magical 
balance is thrown off. | want this to go right.” He restated 
that he wanted to do whatever he could to boost our circu- 
lation. "I feel there is a lot of personal response or inter- 
pretation that should be left to the interviewer.” I was get- 
ting confused at what the real reason was. Why, if they 
wanted the facts straight, wouldn't they allow us to get 
them straight. "I don't want to make any mistakes,” | told 
them. But Blanche's response was just, “We'll read over 
the interview before you print it and 
make sure it's correct.” “But | really 
want to run this in an interview for- 
mat,” | tried to be as forceful as my 
position allowed. Earlier they made 
some reference to people who had 
tapes of him and he was never given 
them back, so when they declined 
yet again | said, “Okay, my last try, 
is that we will give you the tapes 
when we are done." But they didn't 
go for that either. Kerin then insisted 
that it was no problem (she was get- 
ting quite perturbed with me), but the actual hell of taking 
down notes all night long didn't hit her until she got started. 

Before we'd met with them, the only things | had 
read concerning Anton, besides some sections of his bi- 
ography Secret Life Of A Satanist (written by Blanche) and 
thee Satanic Bible, were articles about him. One in particu- 
lar, written by Lawrence Wright, ran in Rolling Stone. Kerin 
had faxed it to me just before our trip. Hoping to allow 
Anton to clear up any misconceptions caused by the ar- 
ticle, | highlighted every inconsistency between what Anton 
said was truth and what the reporter claimed was truth. 
Though this article ran in the end of 1991, it was still fresh 
in his mind — he was not going to forget about it. | didn't 
even have to bring up the subject. Throughout our time 
together Anton referred often to the article and Mr. Wright, 
“| provided Wright with contacts," he'd say. “He overlooked 
everything he was given — and instead he looked until he 
found someone who told him what he wanted to hear. He 
had an agenda." 

“He was a stooge,” Blanche affirmed, “Rolling Stone 
knew he'd do what they wanted. He wanted to align him- 
self with you (Anton). Maybe he admired you in some weird 
perverted way.” 

“It makes me a bad guy and | have to take care of 
him and clean up his shit — which is what we're doing." 
Though he relayed it in an curiously calm manner, Anton 
was still obviously upset about the incident. | had to won- 
der about the ways he was going to “take care of him.” 
“This guy comes along and he tries to steal memories 
away from me. | mean, that's what people live for — memo- 
ries." 

Somehow this led Kerin to asking him if he was “on 
the Net,” and he replied that some of his people are. “Our 
people are like the arcade game where you pound the go- 
pher when he pops his head out of the hole. They're pound- 
ing people on the head every time untrue stuff shows up 


All Satan has to do is deceive the Christian into living for himself and he frustrates God's ambitions. -(from the book) Dealing with the Devil 








[on the Net]." We talked about technology and how 
itallowed people the opportunity to produce things 
themselves. 

*| think it does separate the men from the 
boys, because even though it does enable every- 
one to be a writer, musician, editor, the real talent 
is still going to come like the cream to the top. 
People have an illusion of their grandeur,” he said. 
“For example, every one can come out with azine 
now, but not everyone who does one is talented 
Imitation fails and innovation will always succeed.” 
He went on about how people can't afford to buy a 
home or car anymore. “So what do you give them 
instead?” he proposed. “Something in the form of 
an ego or identity boost. It's good for people to 
think that they're really doing something special. 
That they're in on the ground floor of a Brave New 
World, It all comes down to bread and circuses.” 
He attributed many things to “bread and circuses.” 
"Bread and circuses is whatever placates the mob, 
when the things that count are denied them." He 
added, "One of the most important things to hu- 
manity is stimulation — it lets people feel they're 
alive and not dead by using a cattle prod, whip, 
etc. Even the basics of food and sleep are based 
on stimulation. And when you're running a world 
full of zombies, the best thing to do is to not let 
them know they are zombies... you find it in the 
animal kingdom, the veggie kingdom... 1) The 
need for stimulation and 2) The need for identity. Identity 
is so much in demand, it used to be called ‘the soul in the 
old days. People offer their souls to me all the time, but 
‘souls’ are cheap these days.” 

He went on about how science fiction is becoming 
a reality. "There's so much interchange that it's hard to tell 
artificial from natural. I'm all in favor of computers,” he 
said, "because they're a step above TV. People tell me ar- 
tificia! people can't replace real people, but they do, right 
through their TVs. Today, if one can't own a home of his 
own, he can walch a TV special about the rich and famous 
and control it with his remote. Computers take television 
a slep further. Computers allow you to creatively put your 
two cents in — to express yourself. Some people live 
through their compulers." 

Kerin asked him about his interest in and actual con- 
struction of androids and artificial life forms; why he'd 
created them in the human form. 

“That's a very good question Kerin," he said, “I never 
thought of that. | guess they don't have to be. They could 
be in the shape of a computer, but a person would more 
likely be turned on by a human form than a box." 

"Well, there are people that are turned on by their 
computer,” Kerin added. Anton has a few Macintosh's as 
well, and we talked about which of our compulers were 
boys or girls, what their names were. "You can download 
pictures, masturbate to them." 

"If that's all people have," Blanche noted 

“| wonder what people would say today,” he posed, 
“they used to look at people's hands to see if they mastur- 
bated too much." 

“Now they look at their modems overheating,” | said 

He proposed that people don't want other people 
thinking they're getting sexually overt feelings from their 
computers. That they're masturbating and getting excited 
in front of their computer. “But we've got to face it,” he 
said, "its for real. Necrophilia, computerphilia, the love 
for the box. 1 know such computer hacks — they're multi- 





| do not want to achieve immortality through my work.. 





orgasmic." 

“Hackers, they can do whatever they want. They have 
such a feeling of power, control,” Kerin said “The control 
is being able to push buttons and change things: Change 
whatever they want. It's powerful and it's sexy. It gives 
people an illusion of personal power over their domain.” 

The conversation wandered to how, today, people 
are just keeping busy, without thinking too much. How 
there's not time to really live a personal life — there's only 
time to keep up with things. These are things I've been 
thinking a lot about lately (as | lock myself up in my home, 
or retreat to the beach or mountains). | thought about 
Anton's schedule, sleeping during the day and living dur- 
ing the night. How it must be much easier to think while 
most of the rest of the world was turned off. "I sort of try to 
hibernate during times of a lot of energy, hysteria. ..,” he 
said, “I try to stay out of public places, events, because its 
almost deadly - depleting energy, putting it back, deplet- 
ing it, putting it back. It's vampiric almost. " | talked about 
distractionsand Anton hooked onto that word and referred 
back to it constantly. "It's easier to control people when 
they don't have time to think," he said. "People who are 
protecting their interests don't want people to think for 
themselves. Those who can think for themselves should. 
Those who can't, shouldn't 

"The potato chopper will say that hes only chop- 
ping potatoes until he gets his own restaurant." He went 
on, "But he only says this to impress. The smart move is 
taking the path of least resistance. The world needs more 
competent potato choppers." 

We'd just eaten the richest dinner possible. Kerin 
and | even had chocolate moose cake to top it off — of 
which Anton tried a bite. | thought he was getting tired. He 
looked as if he was falling asleep at certain points, per- 
haps in deep thought. His eyes were either closed or maybe 
he was staring at his crotch. Sometimes when we asked 
him a question it seemed like he didn't hear what we were 
saying, like it didn't register, but then to our surprise he'd 
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. want to achieve it through not dying. -Woody Allen 


answer like five minutes later. 

"Most people need planned activities. They 
need their hours to be filled," he finally contin- 
ved. "People don't have enough trouble in their 
lives, they have to borrow it from TV. They live 
what they see on TV. You know, it used to be 
that art imitated life 

“Will you let your son watch TV?" | asked. 

*No. He can when he's old enough, if he 
goes into it warned." Anton said that he knew 
his own weaknesses, and that if he was help- 
less can you imagine Joe Schmo? He told us 
he had a few TVs but that they were mostly used 
to watch old movies. “TV has replaced god in 
our world,” he said 

Xerxes started crying and Blanche disap- 
peared with him 

Though there was an unconcealed love for 
Xerxes, each time the child was brought up he 
was referred to as a “genetic experiment.” “It 
was very engineered — a lot of thought went 
into it," Anton declared. "We are working on 
new ways to raise children. For example, what 
would it be like to grow up without the sound 
of TV, with home schooling. ..? My daughters 
both punched the time clock at school. | quit 
high schoo! because | couldn't hack it — | didn't 
like the pace. | learned much more out of 
school. A child must learn al/ the time, without 
a set schedule." 

He told us the history of Xerxes' name: "Xerxes was 
born on the Day of Dead. His name was taken from an 
Alexandrian Emperor who was considered eccentric by his- 
torians. He was notorious for building the largest palace 
ever and for his lack of concern for human life. Xerxes 
was also a little bit kinky — he was in love with a tree." 

"Most parents have children in order to feel supe- 
rior," Anton went on. "But some babies are superior to 
their parents. To me, children and animals have wisdom 
that their elders often lack. There are certain opportunities 
for knowledge which we all have, but our environment dis- 
tracts us away from them. ... If the kid's parents are wor- 
thy,” he added, “he's going to try to emulate them s 

Tony asked a number of times if he should go check 
on Blanche and the kid. It was one of the few things he 
said all evening. Tony was odd. His title was “Major Domo” 
and “Driver,” though | don't think he actually ever drove 
the car, He was a character actor right out of a Vincent 
Price movie, with a touch of old Chicago mobster, and 
Max from "Hart to Hart." He played the assistant, or “care- 
taker" role to Anton and Blanche, and if | remember cor- 
rectly Anton said they ve known each other since the '60s. 
He hung out in the shadows — always in the background, 
ready to help if needed. You'd forget he was there until 
someone (usually Anton) said something that Tony per- 
haps agreed with or thought funny, and he'd make these 
weird noises. But when you looked over at him he'd al- 
ways be facing in the opposite direction, looking almost 
retarded, and pretending he wasn't paying any attention. 
When Anton drove Kerin and Tony to the Olive Garden, 
there was no parking at all (Anton has a handicap parking 
plaque — though we never found out why), and she said 
Tony was muttering under his breath, "There's a spot, 
there's a spot..." and suddenly there was a spot. Anton 
didn't say much about Tony except, “Tony's been through 
a lot. The things that he's seen. .. Tony's Sicilian — he has 
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After Anton scooped up all the complimentary 
chocolates, and Kerin and | paid the bill, we sludged our 
way outside. Before they could even suggest otherwise | 
said, "If it's alright, Kerin and | will just follow you,” and 
we walked to my car. 

We got back to the house and talked for a while in 
the small library again, and then moved to a connected 
Toom, the kitchen and music area, so Blanche could put 
the baby to sleep. | asked Anton about her. 

“Blanche has been up here since 1984 — helping 
out as a Girl Friday. | couldn't think of anyone better 
equipped to have a child." He even said things like "Qual- 
ity is important." 

| asked him why he was called "Doctor." 

“It goes back to the early days of the Church of Sa- 
tan. Blanche calls me that — people who know me call me 
that. I'm no doctor, it's purely an affectionate term. It started 
as a term of affection in the old days. People in the carnie 
called Calliope Players “Professor.” 

“It seemed sexual to me,” | remarked. 

“It should be,” he said. 

“Is it sexual to you?” | asked, 

“Everything is sexual to me,” he said, “Because sex 
is the dance of life. If you're sexually driven as a man, you 
can devote your off-hours to higher pursuits. You have to 
be the animal in order to attain spirituality — to reach higher 
thoughts.” 

Anton went on to discuss his fetishes and fanta- 
sies. "We're living in a world where it helps if you can 
swing both ways. | wish to know something | can never 
be. If | could turn myself into a woman... | wish | could 
turn myself into my demonic, which is why I've had to live 
vicariously through the women I'm involved with. The 
women of my fantasies are not the ones in Penthouse — 
mine are flawed, real women, voluptuous. Most men like 
the boring Penthouse types — | like big girls, girls with 
curves. Girls with meat on them. Something to indicate 
their hormones.” He mentioned things my dad has re- 
Marked to me, about how men were becoming more femi- 
nine. “Genetically, things have changed since the second 
World War. Women have longer, more masculine faces, 
while men have shorter, more feminine faces, ... Maybe a 
woman can replace a man but a man can't replace a 
woman.” He went on, "I don't want to sound like l'm build- 
ing a master race, but if there are more kids like our baby, 
and selective breeding ensues (by choices), we will, once 
again, have women who look like women, and men who 
look like men.” 

“And what if that doesn't happen,” | asked. “Will we 
have an androgynous society?” 

“Yes. But I'm optimistic... optimistic about the fu- 
ture. | see change around me." He went on about his sexual 
interests, “There's a time and place for everything and my 
fetishes are becoming more and more mainstream and 
aren't considered so kinky anymore. But | do believe in 
redefining the sexual idea. Fantasy is important to me be- 
cause it fulfills needs that aren't immediately available with 
ideal persons. With AIDS there's more of an awareness for 
the need of fantasy." 

| asked him if that was what the androids were all 
about, to which he replied, “Magical undertakings.” 

“Did you have sex with your androids?” | questioned. 

After a pause he admitted, "Yes." He told us he had 
spent a lot of time studying internal organs and skin tex- 
ture, etc. "I was convinced it was going to be the best sex 
yet. | was in a seedy hotel room and was about to climb on 
top of it when an earthquake hit.” He talked about the inci- 
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dent as if he was actually convinced he had caused the 
earthquake. “I knew then that this wasn’t the time and | put 
her away.” 

Kerin asked why he didn't try it again the next day 
and he told us that the flaw was that there was no tape in 
the head. "There was no audible response — something 
was missing," he confessed, "I was trying to pretend that 
this woman was very drunk. There was a strong enough 
urine smell. A woman who is debased or embarrassed 
enough is a turn on to me. A women who's lost control of 
herself. Necrophilia though — that's not my thing." 

So he liked big blonde drunk women losing control 
and peeing on themselves. | wondered what his role in 
that scenario was: The abuser, the voyeur, the savior... 

This whole conversation made peeing a more mag- 
nified event. And I don't know why but we were peeing a 
lot. Every few minutes Kerin and | were running into the 
bathroom. Maybe the mickie was a fucking diuretic. One 
time when Kerin left to pee, he said, "I get worried when 
women don't go to the bathroom.” | asked him if it was 
because he thought they were inhuman or that they're hold- 
ing something in, to which he said yes. So later, trying to 
make light of the fact that we kept excusing ourselves to 
use the toilet, | remarked, "Its not because you said that 
about peeing, but really, | don't know why | have to pee so 
much!" 

The bathroom was a weird scene in itself. There were 
like five baby name books sitting on a stool — | wondered 
if Xerxes or Satan was actually in one of them. There were 
cobwebs that looked nicely arranged. A waxed nibletless 
corn on the cob hanging on a string from the toilet paper 
holder: no obvious functional use, except perhaps that it 
represents fertility (a dildo?). On the door in front of the 
toilet there was a Church of Satan recruitment poster “Sa- 
tan Wants You," with Anton's finger pointing right to the 
crotch area when you're sitting. Atop the toilet is a sign 
that states, “Ladies, Please Remain- Seated During Perfor- 
mance.” Kerin and | both got the impression that we were 
being watched. Perhaps it was all the camera equipment 
in the library room that led us to wonder, .. perhaps it was 
all set up to make one wonder. 

We were served tea, and the cookies never stopped 
coming. | forget what kind they were, but | remember Anton 
ate them and had his own bag of those Mother's animals 
cookies, the ones frosted pink and white with sprinkles. 
He ate a lot of fucking cookies. And so did we — in order to 
Stay awake. It wasn't the company mind you, but at this 
time in the morning we're closer to waking up than going 
to bed. Perhaps, too, it was because they made our visit 
so comfortable. The food, the yummy cats, and then, the 
music. In all documented visits with Anton that I'd read, 
he'd play them his music, but that didn't make it any less 
of a treat. He had six keyboards hooked up, using a midi 
translator and Music Shop on the Mac, to create a sort of 
electronic version of the pipe-organ. | don't remember the 
songs he played, | focused more on enjoying them. He 
played moody and sweet and thunderous and sensual. He 
told us he practices 2-6 hours a day. At one point Blanche 
had Xerxes in the room and together they sang hima lullaby 
— "Daddy Wouldn't Buy Me A Bow Wow" or something 
Silly like that. | wished | could sprawl out with their cats 
on the table and fall asleep too. 

The only specific rules | really knew about Satanism 
thus far were from Kerin who, throughout the interview, 
would poke me when she thought | needed to be reminded 
about the Satanic Laws or “Statements” which | was fail- 
ing miserably to adopt. Despite being nervous in general, 


to also have to worry about things like "Don't burden oth- 
ers with your problems" and “Don't burden people with 
your opinions unless asked" was quite impossible — in- 
conceivable. Like Kerin said, that's what Ben /s Deadis all 
about. Despite the fact that I had no intention of conform- 
ing, more than once I noticed us both abruptly ending our 
sentences, trying to prevent ourselves from divulging any 
more than deemed proper by these rules. 

So when we finally started talking more specifically 
about the concepts behind Satanism | was really inter- 
ested, hoping finally to piece some of these ideas together. 
But it was getting so late. | could only listen at this point. 
The conversation between Kerin and Anton blurred in and 
out of reality. All of a sudden | found them talking about 
people who collect thimbles. | think it started off with Anton 
saying something about how people who collect thimbles 
can be considered herd mentality. To which Kerin re- 
sponded, “Well, not necessarily ‘cause it's so far off, so 
whacked and bent from normal herd mentality, that thimble 
Collecting can easily be seen as Satanic.” And he actually 
said, “You have a point there.” Before | knew it they were 
having a discussion about Franklin Mint Collections be- 
ing Satanic. | knew | was no closer to understanding, It 
was five in the morning though, maybe that conversation 
never really happened. | kept nudging Kerin to take her 
Notes — as | was failing miserably ("Kerin, come on, get 
this, this is important") and soon she was scrawling me 
Messages that read, “I'm nodding off.” | was on my way 
Out too, We had both eaten as much sugar as we could to 
stay awake — and now we were crashing hard. | wished 
Tony was driving us home 

Just as we were leaving, it started to thunder out- 
side. In reference to it, Blanche commented, "That [inter- 
view] must have been a real good one." | was so delirious, 
and so entranced with their world, | was quite willing to 
accept their good omens. 


This is the first installment of a two part series. 


ANTON LAVEY 
DISCOGRAPHY /BIBLIOGRAPHY 


Album: The Satanic Mass. 
(Murgunstrumm Records) 
Film: Satanis (about LaVey and 
Church) (Ray Laurent Films) 
The Satanic Bible (Avon Books) 
The Compleat Witch (Dodd, Mead) 
The Satanic Rituals (Avon Books) 
Hardback editions of The Satanic 
Bible and The Satanic Rituals 
(University Books) 
Re-release of Complete Witch as The 
Satanic Witch (Feral House) 
“Hymn of the Satanic Empire” on 
Sacred War compilation CD 
(Gymnastic Records) 
The Devil's Notebook (Feral House) | 
"Honolulu Baby"/"Answer Me" 7" 
(Amarillo Records) | 
Album: Strange Music (Amarillo) | 
Video: Speak of the Devil 
(Wavelegnth Video) 


Coming Soon: Anton will be contributing mu- 
sic to the Amphetamine Reptile “SWAT” comp. 





























We only die when we fail to take root in others. -Leon Trotsky 





In the past ten years I have encountered, in person 
ex through the mail, people who are, claim to be, 
wr are said to be: murderers, arsonists, thieves, 
bank robbers, burglars, shoplifters, rapists, extor- 
sonists, spouse-beaters, attempted suicides, com- 
puter-hackers, grave-robbers, prisoners sentenced 
to life and death; white and black supremacists, 
male and female separatists, age elitists; anar- 
chists, fascists, communists, socialists, nihilists; 
occultists, Christian fanatics, Satanists, atheists, 
unrepentant practitioners of bestiality, sadism, 
masochism, polyfidelity, homosexuality, strip- 
pers, freaks, psychopaths, street crazies, schizo- 
phrenics, agoraphobics, users and dealers of mari- 
juana, heroin, cocaine, crack, nitrous oxide, 
MDMA, mushrooms, opium and 
LSD. By many standards (not neces- 
sarily my own), extremists all. Some 
of these people I have met as part of 
a life-long interest in the extremes of 
human behavior and experience. 
Others have forced themselves upon 
me entirely by chance. 

What is the source for fascination 
with the suffering of others and 
extreme states of being? I do not claim 
to have enough objectivity to fully 
understand this myself. I suspect it has 
something to do with a sense of bore- 
dom with one’s own life, as if one feels 
destined for more important experiences 
(be they very good or very, very bad), 
experiences without precedent. 

It is also probably related to a sense 
of helplessness in the face of both a world 
full of wonder (art, lovers, travel) that 
none of us lives long enough to drain dry and a 
world full of horror (disease, poverty, violence) 
that few can fully escape. To bring on what causes 
this helplessness, to make it manifest in one's life 
instead of running from it, provides some mea- 
sure of control over it. 

Setting aside questions regarding why I and 
many others are interested in these sorts of experi- 
ences and behavior, we can examine what it is and 
what relationship it might have with society, as a 
social force or social reaction. 

Schadenfreunde (literally “sorry friend,” 
meaning delight in the misery of others) as a cul- 
tural trend comes and goes like the tide. While 
morbidity has its followers in every age, it found 
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its fullest flower in the Dadaist movement of the 
1920s and the punk/industrial movement of the 
1970s. Having gone through two apocalyptic gen- 
erations in this century alone, perhaps it is time to 
reconsider their (and all other) claims to driving 
the coffin nails of history. Atrocity art does not 
announce nor provoke the impending, final 
war/collapse it claims to - but it does keep a close 
eye on those parts of humanity, both as individu- 
als and society, that are dead and dying. All the 

better to cut out the sickness and 
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roll in it like dogs, fulfilling some 
drive far below any moral or cultural function. A 
hunger for extremes at an almost genetic level. 
Like thousands of others around the world, 
during the 1980s the filth scene found a voice in 
the small press. Today there are zines for every 
hobby, taste, and lifestyle; there are also zines for 
every social and moral deviancy, criminal act, and 


I want to master life and death. What's one less person on the face of the earth anyway? -Ted Bundy 
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extremist ideology. The entire spectrum of 
humanity now has its own "trade journal." The 
diligent student need no longer rely on socially 
approved (and therefore usually de-clawed, de- 
scented, and neutered) documentation alone for 
her or his study of human extremes. Some zines 
are more difficult to find than others, some more 
dangerous to produce or possess, but they offer 
the amateur anthropologist a unique glimpse — 
and sometimes a rude shove = into the raw 
state of human affairs. Among 
the most questionable of all 
zines I have ever received were 
those by a young man known 
only as Full Force Frank from 
„| Brooklyn, New York. 
мо I first encountered Full Force 
Frank’s work through a friend. 
He had ordered Frank's zine, 
Singin’ Dose Psychotic Blues, 
purely for the novelty of the 
price: A copy could be obtained in 
exchange for a pair of women’s 
shoes (particularly high-heeled). 
However, he got more than he'd 
bargained for and quickly gave the 
zine to me. I wrote to Frank soon 
after. 
Frank’s publications (which 
have also gone under the name 
Livin’ in a Powderkeg and Givin’ Off 
Sparks) were extremely dense col- 
lages of the obsessions that drive 
Frank: Sexual violence to women, 
dead infants, parent-murderers, 
women's feet and shoes, anti- 
Christianity, serial killers and the like. 
Most of the text and graphics were 
culled from readily accessible sources 
such as newspapers and magazines. 
While any handful of these reprinted 
pieces might be upsetting on their own, 
placed together with Frank's obvious obsessive- 
ness they gained a new context that at times was 
terribly powerful. Each issue also featured letters 
(allegedly) from readers all over the United States, 
describing their own murder fantasies and offer- 
ing theoretical(?) tips on improving one's kill 
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STRIVING FOR TOGETHERNESS 


UPFRONT: “Farewell E.P.” from this 
old school sXe band. Very emotional, 
very honest, very real. 

(MRR #128): “I can feel the sincerity 
of this record and that makes it 
worth getting.” Watch for them on 
tour in Europe. GOING FAST! 





CHOOSE Xs “Our Life" E.P. Debut E.P. from one of Germany's best 
hardcore bands. 

COMING...JUNE 1994: 

25 TA LIFE: 7”. It doesn’t get any harder than this. Brutal N.Y.H.C. 
produced by Craig Ahead (Agnostic Front/Sick Of It All). 

WE ARE PROUD TO ALSO DISTRIBUTE: 

UNHOLY ALLIANCE: 7”. When Uncle Al left Murphy's Law in '87, he put 
together this classic hardcore band. Not a repress. Get yours while they last! 
5000 HUMOR STOUT: Debut CD on Monsta’d Records, w/ former 
members of Murphy's Law and Underdog. Available 5/15. $12 ppd. 
SKINNERBOX, N.Y.C.: “Does He Love You?” Soul-reggae from these 
N.Y. oddballs. 

INSTEPS: "I'mThe King” Really cool N.Y.C. ska on the traditional tip. 


STRIVING FOR TOGETHERNESS RECORDS 
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count. While occasionally describing his own psy- 
chotic mind-set and alerting the world to the mur- 
der spree he intended to embark on soon, Frank 
wrote relatively little for his own magazine. For 
the most part he allowed his work to speak for 
itself. 

His work did speak, and to many. He was in 
touch with the majority of ‘filth’ connoisseurs in 
North America, and impressed Adam Parfrey 
enough to cause him to feature Frank in the second 
expanded edition of Apocalypse Culture. 

But was he for real? Would a true psychopath 
have the self-control and discipline to publish a 
zine? Are the “lighter” sections of his work (car- 
tons, jokes, collages, mail art) indications of a well- 
rounded madness or a silent admission that he had 
only adopted the pose of a madman? Alternately, 
was he a decoy used to solicit confessions from 

| “like-minded” murderers involved in the small 
press? 

In July 1991, Frank wrote the following about 
the “Mayhem” issue of my zine OVO (1987-1992): 


Hey Trevor! 

Howz it hangin’? Thanks a lot for sending OVO #10, 
very interesting indeed. Got my psycho juices pumping 
quite vigorously, but that’s not hard to do since I'm a 
full-time, full-force, psychopath! 

| think you did a good job of exploring the psychotic 
mindset, but | also get the impression that yer not a 
psycho yourself, but can still appreciate what the psy- 
chopath’s view of reality is, that's kinda cool. 

Your article on Peter Sotos (editor of PURE) dis- 
plays your limitations as a ‘normal.’ You feel obligated 
to pass judgment, negatively, on his psychotic reality. 
A true psychopath, like myself, would never presume 
to judge another's reality. We all live in a re-made 
world, based on our personal life experiences, you 
don’t need to believe in Soto's reality in order to 
respect and admire his courage in recognizing and 
expressing it, not to mention the fact of his expending 
the time and effort to publish PURE. Well, sorry for the 
rant, but Peter was one of my original inspirational 
heroes who convinced me to start pub. my own zines... 

Finally, please do not review my zines in OVO or 
list my address in your mag. Thanks. It's nothing per- 
sonal, just that I'm a very selective person and | like to 
decide where my listings appear and my choice is not 
to appear in OVO. You can feel free to recommend my 
Zine to selected people whom you think would enjoy it, 
as long’s you tell them to write me first and ask for a 
disclaimer form, before they send me cash or trades. 
But don’t publish my address in OVO... 
lam, 

Full Force Frank 
Іп Death | Live In Killing | Start 


My reply in part, read... 

Frank: 

I’ve been called many things and had many words said 
about OVO #10 but you are the first to say it's too 
NORMAL! | tried to be objective about the Sotos 
review, with a minimal amount of judgment. The thing 
speaks for itself, and what it has to say is not as impor- 
tant as it claims it is. Sotos is in no way brave and 
courageous for making PURE, it is the exact message 
of cops and fascists and Christians the world over. As 
far as the time or effort he put into it, sorry, I've seen 
better zines from less pretentious minds. But if you or 
anybody likes it, great, it just wasn't that interesting or 
important to me. To me, it didn't go far enough. There 


MOM, DAD, AND SIS ENJOYING THE 
NEWEST MEMBER OF THETR FAMILY. 


were/are things he could present FAR WORSE, and in 
a more interesting manner to match his ends than he 
did. | wanted to pop the bubble of hype surrounding 
PURE from Apocalypse Culture... 

Glad you liked OVO enough to send Powderkeg 
#10 and #11, | feel | got my trade value’s worth and a 
lot more. When | do my second mayhem survey/analy- 
sis | will without a doubt beg you for reprinting rights 
and an interview. That's why I'm disappointed you 
asked not to be listed in the next issue. | list everybody 
the same way, just name and address... 

As far as what | think of your zines... | admire the 
quality you put into it and the depth of your knowledge 
of your "field." | think you're correct in putting in your 
agenda and | think you should do that more often; 
don't bother with reprinting mass-media mayhem 
when you've got a chip on your own personal shoulder 
the world might never see. As far as your talk of what 
you're going to do, what is just bubbling under the sur- 
face, what we'd all better look out for... I'd say shit or 
get off the pot. If you're a killer then kill, if you're a 
publisher then publish, but don't do one and pretend to 
be the other. Also, if you're willing to spend thousands 
of dollars to make something that will increase the 
amount of pain in the world, | think you could do bet- 
ter than make a zine. Most people don't read, and 
those who do read mass media. An evil videotape 
would hurt more people, I'd say. You could also get 
away with more mayhem if you lived in, say, South 
America, than even filthy NYC or LA. Of course if you 
do "go off" then your zine will be worth hundreds to 
mayhem collectors but in the mean time | think you 
should put your money where your mouth is or shut it. 
It's entirely possible to make a mayhem zine and not 
be a murderer-to-be, and there are even solid reasons 
for it (which | think are in OVO #10, in the interviews 
and the piece by CERVIS). And, in the end, murder 
isn't cool and death isn't groovy and how many of your 
mayhem heroes would piss their pants to be on the 
other end of the gun? 

But | must state again that I’m not against getting 
more of your work and keeping in touch. Also, if there 
is anything at all in OVO #10 you want to reprint then 
help yourself. | think the Zodiac Code piece would be 


Killing someone is just like walking outdoors. If I wanted a victim, I'd just go get one. Henry Lee Lucas 


of interest to some of your readers, perhaps. | read 
an interview with Stuart Swezey where he talked 
about all the trouble they had getting the 4th 
Dispatch printed. | think they had to go overseas, or 
deal with a company that didn't speak English or 
something. 

Do keep in touch and | welcome further dialogue 
on what we've both said in our letters. 


Ismelled Frank's final letter to me in September 
1991 before I saw it: He had pissed on it before 
mailing it, and the scent was strong enough to 
leak through the door of my post office box. 


Trevor, 
You are way off track. 
(1) What makes murderers frightening to those 
people who are frightened by them or fascinated by 
them or emulate etc. is not that they have alien 
minds but that they are just like anybody else. They 
get away with it in most cases because people 
thought they were so normal. Exs: Bundy, Gacy, 
Vincent Price. Not only normal, but pillars of the 
community, respectable conservatives, like George 
Bush. 
(2) Why piss-ants like you talk about murder & 
killing of people like it was something taboo & never 
done before is because you got too much of mommy 
& daddy in you. And you got that Christian guilt inbred 
in your psychiatrist analyzing skull. 
(3) You are a murderer. You murder & give birth all the 
time. Why do people murder people? Why do you swat 
a mosquito? Why do you fuck? Because something's 
intruding on your space & because it feels good. 
Maybe you're hungry for human flesh (oh no how 
taboo). 

One can picture the imaginary scene of the cave 
people. You kill an idiot who bothers you. They got 
something you want. You get hungry. You fucking kill. 
Real simple. There's alienation there. Alienation is civ- 
ilization telling individuals they're wrong. Alienation is 
words lie. Cannibalism's been around forever. “Serial 
killers” on the increase. No. Remember Roman arenas, 
the guillotine, public hangings, human sacrifice. 
Buddy, there's a need to see murder of fellow humans. 
Not graphic photos or videos but the real thing. Your 
repressed nervous ramblings of OVO prove it. 

So shut up & go kill somebody. | did. 

Sincerely, 
| am you 
Read about my residue in the news, poser. 


This might have been the last letter Frank ever 
wrote. Not long after, I began receiving letters 
from others who were in contact with Frank asking 
if I knew where he was. He wasn't responding to 
anyone's letters any more. Had he gone on the psy- 
chopathic murdering rage he had long been brag- 
ging about? Did he find Jesus, move with no for- 
warding address, or simply tire of writing? Had it 
been an act all along? Obscure Publications and Video 
devoted an issue to the question "Where's Frank?" 
His many former contacts continue to scan the 
newspapers for reports of a serial killer captured 
after a brutal murder spree in Brooklyn, New 
York. I just hope they don’t find any letters from 
me in his possession. 


If you'd like to see a copy of OVO or you've gota murderous pen- 
pal streak, contact Trevor at Box 2321, Portland, OR 97208. 
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KEIJI HAINO! 
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The first I ever heard of Keiji Haino was in 1982. 1 was talking to my friend Fred Nilsen, of the 
Los Angeles Free Music Society, and he told me about a guy in Japan who looked like a 
woman, with really long, perfectly brushed black hair, that banged on a guitar while moaning 
and shrieking. I asked Fred if he had any tapes, and he said he did; for some reason, I never 
got to hear them, and then Fred moved to Norway, but I never forgot the image my mind had 
conjured up from Fred's description of this Keiji Haino person. I finally got a hold of a 
Fushitsusha Live II CD, (Keiji Haino's awesome power trio) and it rocked my world in ways 
that my world had never previously been rocked. The best thing was subsequently discover- 
ing a bunch of his solo CDs (he put out 10 last year, and says he's putting out another 10 this 
year), and finding that this stuff, which was a lot more like the material Fred described, not 
only lived up to the lofty image that I had built up in my head over the years, but far surpassed 
my every expectation. How rare is that, eh? 

For those unfamiliar with Haino-san's art, first of all it is not noise, What it is is a little 
more difficult to describe, but it ranges from a sort of methamphetamine Butoh performance, 
to sonic blasts of pure, undiluted emotion, that seem to be sent directly from his pineal gland 
to yours, in a language more universal and immediate than music, expressing a depth of dark, 
nameless sensation that belies his spartan, minimalist (always live, no overdubs) approach. 
He's been an "underground idol" in Japan since his first band Lost Araaf, in the early "705, and 
now, with Fushitsusha, his solo work, and various collaborations with the likes of Faust, 
Thurston Moore, Lee Ranaldo, High Rise, and an ever-growing list of new converts all over the 
globe, he shows no signs of aging, or even slowing down a little in the '90s. As is apparent the 
second he walks into a room, he, to quote Paul (of Paul's Big Screen TV), is the king. 

When 1 heard that Keji Haino was to appear with long time favorite band Faust, I 
dropped everything and flew to San Francisco, where I missed his first show at the Thirsty 
Swede, but saw him perform with just two tambourines at the Great American Music Hall. I 
managed to corral Greg Yermakov to translate, and Keiji Haino himself for an interview back- 
stage a little while before the show. Interview by Don Bolles. 
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KEIJI HAINO: Better not ask any weird questions or | 
will quit. 

BEN IS DEAD: Oh, OK — well, now that I have to 
re-think this entire interview... duhhh... 
When was your first band Lost Araaf active? 
K: 1970 to ‘74. Four years. 

Was it similar to your current band, 
Fushitsusha? 

K: | always remain. (that was him, not his translator) 
| read an interview with you in Your Flesh 
magazine that contained one of the best 
quotes of all time; when the guy asked what 
your influences were you replied, “I have 
none, however, Blue Cheer is always in my 
mind.” What’s your favorite Blue Cheer 
album? 

К: Тһе first one, “Vincebus Eruptum,” of course. 
Especially the last song, “Second Time Around.” Also 
the second album, "Outsideipside." | also. like the 
Singing on later Blue Cheer, even the new heavy metal 
Stuff. 

Nobody sings like that anymore. 

K: It's true. Bringing the vocals out — the effort of 
bringing it out, is what makes it great. | don't like 
noise, because it is too easy to get a sound out. 

Your approach is extremely minimal; it's more 
subtle, yet more intense and unsettling than 
most noise artists. 

K: Minimal? 

TRANSLATOR (GREG): Simple. 

K: Ooh... Even now, | do not forgive anything. | do not 
allow it. 

There's a definite purity to your music. 

К: Викига Вика 

What? 

G: Bukura Buka; "I am what | am”; | remain the same 
(At this point, the sound guy interrupts, to ask if Keiji 
is sure that he wants to perform in the middle of the 
floor instead of on the stage, and says that it is going 
to be impossible to mike him and will be very crowded. 
Keiji Haino says this is OK, but adds that he will “not 
be responsible for any injuries.") 

Your solo CDs are amazing, even the ones that 
are just your voice. Do you plan what you will 
do at all, beforehand? 

K: Everything is improvised, and recorded live — no 
overdubs. Keep it as a sort of footnote that there is, at 
least, some sort of strategy. But there's always the idea 
of not knowing what to expect 

Do you like the Stooges? 

K: No, it's really contrived 

0h? 

K: | would rather listen to Jim Morrison 

What about some of the more obscure psy- 
chedelic stuff? Do you like the band Freak 
Scene, and their LP "Psychedelic Psoul"? 

K: Yes! | have (former Freak Scene member) Marcus 
solo album, l'Il have you know! 
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“Carnivore” 
(MF4) Tasty new song 
Liz recorded for Minty 
Fresh. Bon Appétit! 
Red/Blue vinyl 


Also: 


EVERY GOOD BOY 7”: 

"Wait Til Your Father Gets Home” biw “City Life” 
(MFS) Features Red Red Mear's Brian Deck. "...this 
single kicks" —Buttrag 


STUMP THE HOST 7”: 
“California Zephyr” blw “World’s Greatest Liar” 
(МЕ!) Produced by Brad Wood. White Vinyl 


VERUCA SALT 7”: 

“Seether” blw “All Hail Me” 
(MF6) Windy City buzz-brats emit nut- 
shredding sandstorm of monstro-pop 
trauma on their debut single. Possible 


withdrawal symptoms include nausea, 


fatigue, menstrual irregularity, black 


tongue. 


THE HIT PARADE 7”: 
“Hitomi” biw “If You See Her” 
(MF2) Mega-Pop star Julian Henry 
teams up with industrial kingpin 
Raymond Watts and Matt Moffat 
to make extra luscious slumber 
pop. Blue vinyl, 
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record stores. 


Coming Soon: Full-length recordings by “Veruca Salt,” and "The Legendary Jim Ruiz Group" 





Authentic firsthand accounts 
gathered from all over the 
United States dispel the myth of 
the model worker. The stories 
show that the majority of em- 
ployees see everything from 
slacking off and petty theft to 
placing computer logic bombs 
and destroying company prop- 
erty as a remedy to the daily frus- 
trations and conflicts encoun- 
tered while earning a living. 
Sabptage in the 
American Workplace is the an- 
tithesis of the а training 
manual; anyone who has ever 
dreaded another day at work 
should read it. 
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So you collect records? 

K: Only what | like. There are people called “manya” in 
Japan, people that are just sort of obsessed; these 
“manya” have to have every label variation, every differ- 
ent pressing, each edition from every country — there's a 
lot of that in Japan. That's why the price of records all 
over the world went up. I, myself, am not interested in 
manya — who cares if there's a different label or extra 
track. | only collect what | actually like. 

Do you like punk rock? 

K: It is contrived. It just sounds like somebody who was 
once smart just playing themselves down — no interest 
Is there anything current, musically, that you're 
interested in? 

K: European medievel music right up to about the middle 
of the 14th century — the low renaissance. That's pretty 
contemporary. 

Oh, yes, definitely - it is this millenium. 
Returning to our epoch, besides your solo stuff, 
and power-trio-of-the-gods, Fushitsusha, you've 
worked quite a bit with a band called High 
Rise... 

K: Ohh! My children! My children! My students. (К.Н. іп 
English) 

G: He says: “My Children! My Children! My 

OK! OK! | got it, already! 

K: No, really! I'm serious! 

| believe you! Are there a lot of young bands in 
Tokyo that admire you? 

K: It's too embarassing; | don’t want to talk about it. 

K: I'm assuming that they like what | do. They probably 
do. 

While Greg is translating this last bit, Keiji stands up, 
takes a bow, and says, in English “Thank you very much! 
Thank you!” 





I know you've been asked this before, but what 
do you do to make your guitar sound like that? 
K: Nothing special. Just normal effects — nothing very 
unusual. Let me tell you something; when | finish a set, 
people come up and look at my gear; they go *hmmmm." 
They wonder "how the hell..." It's nothing really exotic. 
They think | could have gotten that at any store. You can 
get this stuff anywhere. Yet people ask me strange ques- 
tions. 

We're distracted at this point by huge billows of smoke 
coming from the other room. Faust is trying out their 
smoke bombs, and they certainly do work. They stink, 
too. Keiji grabs the tape recorder during a moment of 
contusion, and whispers loudly something in Japanese, 
that | still haven't translated. 

What was that? 

G: You won't understand — it's Japanese 

Oh, you're a big help, Mr. Translator-san! 

K: So, this strange question they always ask is 'How do 
you get that sound?" 

I've always wondered. 

K: It's because | never say, “This is what | want”; | don't 
have in my head what it is that | want. In other words, | 
think it is the act of literally inventing, or finding the 
sound. I've basically surrendered my fate. | can't get a 
certain sound to repeat itself, sometimes, but you 
know... This may be the first time that | am saying it, but 
it’s crucial, it's very important for me; the idea of Blues 
Because, first of all, the touch; the tactile relationship 
between two hands. It's not just a matter of up and down 
Your music has a very complicated range of 
emotion, unlike most noise artists. Do you listen 
to a lot of blues? 

K: Yes! | love Blues! Even now | listen to Lightning 
Hopkins and John Lee Hooker. 

Howlin’ Wolf? 
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K: No. Because there's someone similar to him before 
him. 
Would you call what you do Psychedelic? 
K: | don’t mind being thought of in that way. It's better 
than being called “Noise Music,” and I'm very grateful for 
that! But | don't want to be categorized as "Psychedelic." 
Bukura buka — no matter what, | am just myself. 
Wow — that's sure a handy phrase! ‘Bukura 
buka' - I’ve gotta learn that one! Here in the 
U.S., we have a cartoon character called 
Popeye... 
G: "I am what | am!" (to Keiji) Popeye! 
K: Oh. As far as "Bukura buka" is concerned, there are 
actually very few things that you can use that phrase onto. 
It often will become "myself included." There are a lot of 
people who can say it as "| am, too," but | am saying “I 
am myself.” It's more like saying “This is me"; in other 
words, when you say stuff like that, you'd better surrender 
to your defining fate, or be aware of the commitment 
you're making. So, if you're going to come and listen to 
my music, don't hand out earplugs! 
Yeah, one would have to surrender to their 
defining fate to stand in front of your amplifier 
for any length of time! 
K: Why do they do stuff like that, | wonder? (Haino-san 
pauses, adopting a far off contemplative pose; after a 
silent moment, he continues) My body hurts, it doesn't 
become any money; why am | doing this crap? 
Well, that’s what we're trying to find out! Why 
are you doing this? 
K: Aaah... If I'm not doing this, I'll basically disintegrate, 
| suppose! 
Oh, so you're not doing it for the chicks, fame, 
and money? 
K: Obviously, from the beginning! Well, actually, I'm 
sorry to say in front of girl, but — no! Like twenty years 
ago, when | would do performances, if there were a hun- 
dred people there, ninety of them would run away, while 
throwing rocks. 
What would they rather have seen? 
K: Twenty years ago, there would be eight bands; out of 
the eight, three would be completely different. The other 
five would all do Led Zeppelin songs — the same Led 
Zeppelin songs! Which one is a better Zeppelin copy? 
That was Japan. This is not music. This is not interesting; 
this sucks! Not to downplay Japan, but coming over here, 
| always think that rock is in a different place. . 
Actually, that sounds kind of like how it was 
where | lived, in Scottsdale, Arizona. 
K: Well, for example, — and perhaps this is difficult for 
you to understand — in all of high school, maybe there 
was one other person that listened to anything even 
vaguely like what you would consider "rock" music! 
People just weren't really into it. And, since that was the 
proportion, all those people trying to copy Led Zeppelin 
would still manage to attract a certain amount of attention. 
1 think lm getting the general idea — eek! PII 
never complain about Scottsdale again! As for 
tonight's show — it's been hinted that it’s going 
to be quite... different, in some uniquely sur- 






























































prising ways.... 

K: Well, if you can enjoy it, l'Il be happy. I just don't know 
what to expect myself. 

Pm also looking forward to seeing you in Los 
Angeles. 





K: Oh, yes. Please come! 

1 wouldn't miss it. Where are you playing in 
L.A.? 

K: At the Hong Kong Cafe. 

Oh, a very historically important spot! It's a 
punk rock club — I played there a gazillion times, 
back in the late '70s and early '80s. | think 
you'll like it. 

K: I'm just happy about having two Marshall stacks. r 
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Tired of life in the diamond lane? 


Trigon Records revs it up once again with Auto Body Experience, another 
bumper crop of high octane, guitar-driven rock "тү гой. 


This turbocharged collection offers over an hour of music from some of the 
hardest-hitting bands to blow in off the LA. freeways since Trigon's last 
comp, Gimme The Keys. 


Here are 20 reasons to crank up your CD player and shift it into high gear: 
popdefect suplex slam god's gift to god 
the tommyknockers shoeface the riot act 
backbiter this is edwin marc mylar 
chickun scratch the electric ferrets 

(Jon wahl of claw hammer) fearless leader 
the paper tulips j the grey spikes 
the humpers ken all night rocker сгау/врасе 


WARNING: This product is sold by volume, 
not by weight. Contents may be unsettling. 


$10 postpaid (overseas add $2) 
TRIGON RECORDS, 6837 Hanna Ave., Canoga Park, CA 91303, USA 
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Known for his gregarious living, supportive nature, and 
peerless mouse-wacking techniques, Phil Bower is also an 
artist. Recently moving from LA to SoHo, with his, let’s say, 
domineering wife Medina, they're working on opening a 
gallery soon. They've got a few ideas but the name Eco-Pod 
seems to work best: "We have no windows and it's 
absolutely a totally artificial environment. We do every- 
thing in-house. Medina has her...you know, dungeon set up 
here, I’ve got my art studio, we have our own gallery, and 
we've got a kitchen and bedroom. We have no need for con- 
tact with the outside world at all.” 

Phil often finds inspiration for his work from autopsy 
photographs and paints life-like renditions, with a twist. He 
may not have found LA “conducive” to his art scene but 
when he participated in the DADA opening in LA last 
December he was one of the top few artists to receive 
inquiries...for good reason. Interview by André L. Boutilier. 


В.1.0.: When you 
focus on the con- 
cept of death, what 
comes to your mind 
as an artist and a 
human being? 

Phil: Well, the first thing 
that comes to my mind 
is that thinking about 
death and dwelling on it 
iS not an original idea. Sometimes people get carried away thinking that it's x cool 
lo be aware of it. You would have to be an idiot not to be aware of death. But even 
though it's the main theme of my Paintings | don't really think my paintings are 
specifically about death. I'm a very romantic person and all my notions about paint- 
ing and life are very romantic. To me being romantic is about passion... it's not about 
sweetness, it's not about beauty, it's about things that are sublime. If you have a pas- 
sion which is so consuming that it becomes violent and obsessive, and if that pas- 
sion is so infinite and all-consuming as to approach absolute zero... like an integral 
in a calculus equation, where you have something that you can visualize in its final- 
ity but you can't really reach it, you can only approach it. | don't touch on death in a 
sad. worried. fearful way. | like to use it as an identifier-like symbol 

Most of your figures are “living” within the paintings and yet they have 








Death is only clear beautiful conclusion of a great passion. -D. H. Lawr 
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these detailed corpse features. | like the image you create of the little 
peepholes with candles burning inside the bird/rib cages. 

It's an easy way to symbolize that something is not right, is not as it should be. 
Maybe the people are fucking in the picture, but if they've got a big open chest 
wound, yet they're smiling and fucking, that can lead the viewer in different directions 
and changes the context of the work. It takes me a long time to think about what I'm 
going to do with a figure. | don't just say, “Well, I'm going to chop off it's limbs and 
put a stab wound in the forehead," because you don't want to be too obvious. That's 
why | never have blood gushing from the wound — the wounds look almost like 
something you would see in a taxidermy shop. Something where everything is per- 
fectly stuffed and mounted only this time it's not a bear. 





But how do you think your work comes across to the average viewer? 
If you really wanted to know what one of my paintings was about, you would proba- 
bly have to go out drinking with me for a week and, you know, sleep with me and my 
wife! Its impossible for me to describe what the picture means, because it's about my 
life, and it's also about my death. Another thing about death is that it’s in the future 
— it's coming. Immortality is a big issue with me, not like coming back from the dead 
like Jesus, but about leaving something behind that's meaningful. 

Does that drive your work? 

It does drive my work, it drives my whole life, and the thing is, the work can only be 
as good as your life is. If you don't have interesting things to speak about in your life 
or a point of view, then what's the point of being immortal? You'll just be a source of 
something boring that will live on forever and ever! The whole point of being immor- 
tal is to have a point of view that you can pass on, or at least a part of yourself that's 
interesting. You would want the adventures of your life or the torments and the suf- 
ferings, the joys that you cry over, it’s those situations which | like to stuff into my 
work in that taxidermy kind of way 

And how do people respond to these particular images? 

The worst questions | get are, “Why do you take these happy situations, like an old 
fashioned baseball team or a couple making love, and make it vulgar or macabre?” 
Or they say, “Why not just paint something like a horror movie, why take a beautiful 
situation and destroy it?” But that’s not the point, there are no real beautiful situa- 
tions in life, everything is in flux and juxtaposition, it's always about life and death 
simultaneously, you can never have one or the other. 

What's your idea of death? 

Its a terrible thing not to know, but obviously that's the only major question, what 
happens after you die? That's the biggy and it runs the entire world, that's what all 
the organized religions are about. Trying to either prepare for it, to meet thy maker, 
or have the most fucking fun on the Earth that you can, and not care about anybody! 
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| think death, and attracting the opposite sex (or whatever) is what drives 
everybody. So there you have the gist of most of my paintings: Sex and death. 
How do you see your work evolving — are you just perfecting this 
particular style, or are you going to advance beyond the imagery 
you've been using? 

Absolutely. | hate most of my paintings after | do them and then sometimes | 
get drunk and look at them and | love them. But everything | look at makes me 
want to do it differently and better in another work, But it's so hard because 
sometimes death is a thing where you feel the clock is running out and you 
won't be able to do all the things you want to do. And then you go out drink- 
ing and wake up hung over and you can do even less, so you feel Quilty for it 
and you start drinking again 

But don’t you feel really good right as you’re coming in from being 
drunk? You're about to pass out, feeling your body all banged up 
and bruised, but you also feel really acutely alive. 

That's a great feeling but what about in the morning when you wake up? The 
Qreat thing about living in the Eco Pod is that there is no sun to remind you of your 
terrible wayward life. The Eco Pod rewards me for being bad the night before by let- 
ting me sleep in forever 

What about the art scene in L.A.? Was it conducive to being an artist? 
Not at all, the art scene in L.A. was just terrible. 

No support for up and coming artists? 

People who work in the kind of imagery that | do aren't supported at all. I've never 
even really tried painting just a straight out portrait. But people have done that for a 
long time and make these intense paintings. Van Gogh would just paint every day 
life, but you could read into it just from the feverish quality of his work. If it’s just a 
Picture of a flower and you can still read insanity, death, and violence into it...that's 




























































pretty much magic. So maybe | just don’t have enough skill to do that. But on the 
other hand there is another story that needs to be told. I'm trying to blend things in 
a different way... to take a Renaissance realist approach to it and juxtapose modern 
imagery about sex and violence and have it all come out so it's not obvious and nar- 
rative... yet still having sublime qualities. So it's a big task and l'm sure it will take 
me till the day | die to get it right 


Hf you wish to get in touch with Phil Bower write: 80 Varick St. 1H, N.Y., N.Y. 10013 





















Attention Art һа S; 
our u coming “со 
late this Space is gilin 
contributions of art, comi ter- 
views, or just blow our mi Bi with 
something so gine creative we 
couldn't evén imagine it оидаи. If 
ou want to 5 ane 2 lot of time on a 
сас call us up 213/960-7674 and/or 
send an а h for approval. 
Include S.A.S.E. for submission return. 
Ben, PO Box 3166, Hwd., CA 90028. 


Please note 
issue бы өш 
. Get 















Bo DY 
WITHOUT 
SOUL 


The 


Art of Harald Kock 


As the twentieth century draws to close, the idea of anything 
being taboo seems an anachronism, almost quaint. Nothing is 
sacred any longer, as societal inhibitions seemingly have been 
challenged and rendered obsolete. We live in a culture that has 
seen it all and is saturated with the acceptance of broken rules. 
But an observer from the Victorian era, a time much maligned 
for its repressiveness, would see attitudes now that would 
appear backwards in comparison to their own period. "Death is 
one of the taboos of our society, as was sex during the Victorian 
era," say Austrian artist Harald Kock. "Death...when it is docu- 
mented, seems abstract...unreal.” Kock has made death, and the 
explicit depiction of the dead body, the subject of his work, and 
consequently has also become involved in a confrontation with 
this modern taboo. 

This is not a new theory. In his book Pornography of Death 
(1975) the British Sociologist Geoffrey Gorer states, “Death and 
mourning have been treated today with the same prudery of sex- 
ual urges as a century before.” In Sleeping Beauty, a monograph 
on nineteenth century post-mortem photographs, author Dr. 
Stanley Burns MD contrasts American attitudes towards death 
and the portrayal of dead loved ones between the 1800s and the 
present day. The French author Philippe Aries shows in his 
“History of Death” how death had been an integrated part of 
individual and social life in Western societies, and how the 
repression of the subject is a recent phenomenon. 

Nor is the depiction of death in art new. The tradition goes: 
back to at least the second half of the eleventh century. Leonardo 


The more the marble wastes the more the statue grows. -Michelangelo 
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Da Vinci studied corpses, as did Gericault for his masterpiece, 
“The Raft of the Medusa.” Rubens was interested in this area, and 
Rembrandt used a doctor studying anatomy as the subject of “The 
Anatomy of Dr. Tulp” and other paintings. Recently there have 
been books, (Stanley Burn's Sleeping Beauty, Luc Sante's Evidence — 
a book of early police evidence photographs of murder victims), 
museum shows ("The Interrupted Life" at the New Museum in 
New York in 1992) and a generally increased interest in death in 
the realm of contemporary art. 

Kock knows this history, but he sees what he is doing as dif- 
ferent. Because he concentrates on the body only, not the anatomy. 
And he is showing what 
goes on in a pathology 
laboratory, something 
that has only been rep- 
resented in image 
through institutional 
means - medial text- 
books and the like. The 
general public is not 
allowed access, a situa- 
tion which Kock hopes 
to overcome with his 
paintings and other pro- 
jects. 

Born in Salzburg in 
1957, Kock worked in 
advertising before 
going to Vienna to 
study art. He acknowl- 
edges "the uncertain 
certainty of death" has 
always fascinated him. 
This didn't manifest itself until he attended a lecture on anatomy 
at the Vienna Academy of Fine Art. The speaker, Dr. Hans Bank, 
is also a professor of anatomic pathology at Vienna's Medical 
University. The two met and Bankl invited Kock to visit the 
pathology laboratory. Soon after Kock started producing his 
paintings of dead bodies. 

Vienna appears to be the perfect place for this endeavor: It is 
a city where people sing odes to death while drinking young wine. 
There is an extremely high suicide rate, and it has the only 
museum of Funeral Homes in the world. There is an abundance of 
morbid art, including Egon Schiele's drawing of his dead friend 
Gustav Klimt in 1918. "Nowhere else," Kock believes, "is there a 
bigger discrepancy between the romantic fantasy of death and the 
fear of it; than in Vienna." 

Kock's mornings would begin with a call to the autopsy room 
to find out if there were any bodies from the previous night. If so, 
he would get there by six a.m. to draw and observe. The assistants 
begin by cutting the scalp and opening the vault of the cranium. 
The brain is taken out and put in a basin. The sternum is cut with 
a bone saw. The organs are removed quickly and put aside. Then 
the pathologist begins his examination, taking tissue samples for 
bacterial analysis and studying the color and condition of the 
organs. When the job is done, the organs are put back in the body, 
which is then sewn up and prepared for burial. 

Anybody who dies under suspicious circumstances or in the 
hospital gets an autopsy. In Vienna, fifty percent of the deaths 


Dying is a quality of the air. -Gladney 








receive a post-mortem examination. The autopsy is not only done 
to find out the cause of death, it is also a kind of medical quality 
control. The effectiveness of the treatments that were done while 
the patient was still living can be evaluated through the patholog- 
ical tests. 

Kock watches all this and paints pictures that are dark and 
evocative. They surprisingly lack gore. The body is shown as an 
empty vessel, surrounded by a sterile room and instruments. “I try 
to make a last print, before the coffin closes forever and the body 
decomposes.” These acrylic paintings depict the deep black inside 
the body contrasting with the glistening reds and oranges of the 
organs. He sees a “fable 
world” where “the bril- 
liance of color and the 
beautiful appearance of 
the interior of the body 
are breathtaking.” 

His work has been 
shown in museums and 
galleries in Austria and 
Germany. In 1990, this 
cycle entitled “BODY 
WITHOUT SOUL” was 
presented in the Austrian 
Culture Center “Palais 
Palffy.” Reactions were 
passionate. Ranging from 
the dramatic tearing 
down of posters advertis- 
ing the exhibit, or graffit- 
ting them with, “Leave 
the dead alone,” to that of 
those declaring fascina- 
tion and approval. A year later a collaborative video documentary 
was made by Bankl and Kock (Production: Audiovision Vienna 
Medical University, also called “BODY WITHOUT SOUL.” While 
Bankl describes the business of death and the morgue, the paint- 
ings are shown installed around the autopsy room. The video had 
its premiere, appropriately enough, at Vienna's General Hospital. 
In 1992, the show was presented in the old insane asylum in 
Vienna, which is now the world famous Federal Museum of 
Pathology and Anatomy. The video was broadcast on TV across 
Europe, and played on a prime time German show that let its 
viewers decide what they wanted to see by call-in voting. 
Dispensing with the two other choices, a doctor who specialized in 
overeating and colon cancer and a cartoonist who does comic 
books about Hamburg’s prostitutes, the callers picked “BODY 
WITHOUT SOUL” by a margin of 56%. 

Kock continues his project in New York, specifically focusing 
on the realm of unnatural death. Kock sees New York as a good 
place to pursue his work: it is a city eight times larger than Vienna. 
Murder and untimely death are anything but uncommon. By daily 
experience with his subject, he has come to realize that "at the 
beginning of life death has already started." Since then, he affirms, 
"| have lived my life more intensely and made better use of my 
time." Whether this leads to acclaim and a forum for his work or 
not, he won't be pursuing different subject matter any time soon. 
As he says, “I also have to die, so I have to confront this theme.” 
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TRY TO ESCAPE, TRY TO FUCKING ESCAPE...BUT 
THERE IS NO ESCAPE... NO ESCAPE FROM 
YOURSELF... NOT WHEN YOU FEEL ONCE MORE 
RE-INCARNATED AND THROWN BACK INTO THE 
24-HOUR-LONG-NIGHTMARE... AND IT'S THAT 
SMELL, THE SAME FUCKING SMELL — AND THIS 
CITY IS PROUD OF THE WAY IT SMELLS... THE 
ROTTING FLESH, THE SPILT BLOOD, THE BILE AND 
ALL THE DEAD BODIES CO-MINGLING IN A 
NAUSEATING ELIXIR, REMINICENT OF 
NAZI-DEATH CAMP BUNKERS, 
PRISON CELLS, INSANE ASYLUMS, & 
SLAUGHTER HOUSES... 


WHERE ALL THE MEAT IS SPOILED, 
SOILED, TAINTED, DEGRADED, 
CONTAMINATED, POLLUTED... WITH 
THE SMELL OF FEAR — THE SMELL, 
OF DEATH. 


AND YOU SHOULD BE AFRAID. YOU 
HAVE EVERY REASON TO BE SCARED 
SHITLESS... BECAUSE BY NOW, THE 
POISON IS ALREADY SPREADING. 
INSIDE YOU... LIKE A GERMINATOR. 
A GENERATOR... A TERMINATOR.. 
BENT ON DESTRUCTION — SELF 
DESTRUCTION. 


AND | KNOW IT’S POPULAR NOW, BUT 
SUICIDE - WHY? ...WHY KILL 
YOURSELF? ...WHEN YOU CAN 
TORTURE SOMEONE ELSE... WHEN 
YOU CAN RUIN SOMEBODY ELSE'S 
LIFE, WHEN YOU CAN MAKE 
SOMEBODY ELSE SUFFER, WHEN 
YOU CAN SHARE THE PAIN. ISN'T 
THAT WHAT IT'S ALL ABOUT? 
SHARING? TAKE THE FUCKING 
BLADE, AND TWIST? 


AFTER ALL THERE ARE SO-MANY- 
DELICIOUS-WAYS-TO DIE... OR 
SHOULD | SAY — TO MAKE THEMDIE — SLOWLY. 
DROWNING, HANGING, — GARROTING, 
QUARTERING, SHOOTING, STABBING, SLOW 
POISON... VIRUSES ... ARE YOU STARTING TO FEEL 
АТ НОМЕ YET?... YEAH... A SICK LITTLE SMILE 
ON YOUR TWISTED LIPS, AS YOU SIT THERE 
GYRATING SPASTICALLY — TRYING TO CONVINCE 
YOURSELF... YOU'RE TOO YOUNG TO DIE, YOU'RE 
JUST 700 PRETTYTO DIE... MAYBE YOU'RE JUST 
TOO STUPIDTO DIE OR YOU KNOW WHAT? MAYBE 
YOU'RE JUST HALF-DEAD ALREADY... 


YOU'RE AT HOME AND LYING IN BED, EITHER 
ALONE OR WITH SOMEONE YOU CAN NO LONGER 
STAND TO LOOK AT, AND YOU'RE SINGING YOUR 
SILENT PRAYERS TO THE FRAUDULENT FATHER 
FIGURE, AS THE BODY COUNT MOUNTS ALL 
AROUND YOU, AND AFTER ALL, WHAT THE FUCK 
CAN YOU DO ABOUT IT?... DON'T ASK ME — | 
EXCEPT THE FACT THAT IT'S THE AMERICAN WAY 
OF LIFE: DEATH... AND I'VE REALIZED FOR FIFTEEN 
YEARS NOW THAT I COULD BE NEXT... THAT ANY 
ONE OF YOU, ESPECIALLY WOMEN, COULD BE 
NEXT... YOU COULD BE NEXT, YOU COULD BE THE 
NEXT ONE STUFFED IN A TRUNK, STREWN LIKE A 
SACK OF STINKING FUCKING GARBAGE ON THE 
ROADSIDE, BECAUSE SOME SICK AND TWISTED 
LITTLE MAMA'S BOY FROM THE VALLEY CAN NO 
LONGER GET IT UP — CAN NO LONGER FUCKING 
GET IT UP ANYMORE FOR MERE FLESH AND 
BONES ALONE, BUT NEEDS THE BLOOD, THE 
LIFE'S BLOOD...THE LIFE BLOOD OF ANY- 
ANONYMOUS-FEMALE.. 


AND | CAN UNDERSTAND IT — THE WAY THAT 
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The Lovely and 
Wicked L. Lunch... 


Lydia came to see Meatplow play somewhere in New 
Orleans. The club was a shit hole. There was blood 
smeared all over the place. The owner was a weasely 
speed freak fucker who made you feel like something 
very bad was going to happen at any minute. 

We were tired and dirty. Little bubbles of hate kept 
oozing to the surface every few minutes. The show was 
fucked. One of those sparsely attended gawking dead- 
beat events where you scream your guts out and realize 
nobody is getting it at all. 

Lydia came up to me outside as I was 
hyperventilating in my little puddle of sweat and goo. 
She was with two friends. One was an overgrown hill- 
billy boy in a small button-up shirt with a stiff collar — 
very tight designer jeans and cowboy boots on his long, 
skinny legs. The other was a buxom young girl who 
looked like she was ripening like a peach right there in 


really elaborating on just how fucked my head actually 
was. She took me home. 

Her house has two giant magnolia trees outside. 
The air is thick, hot soup. The streets are old. The house 
is old. Mystery, mischief... I’m fucken sick of everything, 
I wanna trip out on Lydia's trip. 

The pit bull meets us at the door. He only has eyes 
for Lydia. “Hail to the Queen!” she commands, and he 
licks her feet happily. 

She tells her man, Ed, the lanky hillbilly, to make 
everyone something to eat. I’m given a soft towel and 
steered to the shower. 

When I’m all bathed and powdered and perfumed, I sink into a couch on the back patio. The flowers scent the 
air so heavily that I feel a little dizzy. Lydia tells the dog, “Take care of her.” He doesn’t leave my side, She talks 
about the Korean nuns that live in a huge old house we can just see from her porch. Ed brings me quesadillas and 
hot tea. He asks with an adorable, dopey smile if there’s anything else I would like. When everyone has been served 
and fullness is creeping the color back into my cheeks, he sits down to join us. He is so proper. A perfect bumpkin- 
gentleman, complete with a blushing reaction to every lewd statement that crosses our lips in the luxurious, sleepy 
conversation. By the time he has joined us on the porch, Lydia has already explained to me how she saw him one 
day while riding her bike (in high-heels, she never leaves the house without high-heels.) She knew she would have 
him. He was seventeen. He had been hers for two years or so. She told me that she had other lovers, but that Ed was 
very good about it, and made room for them when they came to town. She commented with pride on how well- 
trained he was, and he was, but he also seemed like he thought he was about the luckiest guy on the planet. She 
talked about her lovelife in a strong, opinionated way. “You can't give your whole self to one man, they don't 
deserve it. And besides, it’s just not enough.” It seemed like she was confident that I was of the same mindset. The 
truth was that I was no stranger to this philosophy, but I was living with my boyfriend, and I hadn't fucked anyone 
else in a long time. I hadn't seen my boy in over a month and the whole scenario in this hot little house was making 
my pussy feel very sad and lonely. The monogamous, eye-to-eye thing I had going was very deep and sexy in it's 
own right. But I knew her way of thinking well. She talked about men, the different types of men, like they were 
children. 

Johnova, the beautiful, round, milky girl tells me about her life in a thick backwoods kind of accent. She is 
fifteen. Lydia shows me some pictures she has taken of her. Lydia is getting into photography. She shows me lots of 
stuff: a picture taken by a photographer heavy into special effects- her head and naked torso looking very naturally 
attached to her hand, which serves as legs and feet; a couple of skulls which Ed has stolen from a graveyard for her; 
and other little headstones and momentoes which decorate the room where I will sleep. A bed is made up for me 
and pretty soon I’m in it and the house is dark and I’m sooo cozy. It’s very late. | fall asleep to the sounds of laughter 
and faraway dogs, my fingers rub and fumble lazily between my legs. 

I'm laying there dreaming about fucking and in my dream a beautiful boy comes to take away this burning 
ache that has made my thighs wet and filthy. And then I realize that a boy is there. And he is beautiful. He's whisper 
ing to me... I'm sorry to wake you. You look so sweet laying there. 

I feel like I have a fever. I can smell his blood. I want some... 

We talk in the dark. Joe has made a little bed right by me. I am painfully aware that he has taken his pants off 
before getting under the covers. 

Joe is a roadie for Steel Pole Bathtub, the band we're touring with. He tells me about how much he wants te 
meet a girl and get laid. There was a girl he had met earlier that night who was pretty cute, and really wanted to fuck 





front of me. I told Lydia a little about what was up, not 





‘him but in the course of the drunken exploits with the Steel Pole boys, Joe, and Gloria (Ethyl’s sound lady), the girl 
‘became annoying and Gloria ended up throwing her out of a moving convertible on the way to god knows where. 
Joe cracks me up. I totally adore him. I always have. I keep thinking about a kiss... but I’m not gonna fuck him. 
Tove my boy at home. The sun's coming up. He tells me the most amazing bedtime story and I finally fall asleep. 
When I wake up, Lydia’s making breakfast. She's been up for a few hours. She makes me feel like a very 
welcome guest. And all the while that low hum emanates out of her like a beacon... the sex is so goddamn thick 
in the air. 

Ed is nervously getting spiffed-up for some family function. Me and Joe and the dog listen to Lydia, she’s 
telling stories while she cooks. Every word, even seemingly insignificant chit-chat, reinforces Lydia’s fierce, opin- 
jonated stance. We're listening. We love Lydia. 

Me and Lydia are going to have our pictures taken at some local cemeteries around town. I bought tissue 
paper and charcoal to try my hand at the corny art of “grave-rubbing.” While Lydia’s getting photographed, I find 
a bas-relief of the Virgin Mary that catches my fancy. It’s up high above the door on a crypt. On tip-toes, I put the 


takes in a stray. 


paper in place and start rubbing, It's not working. It looks like 
shit. Just ugly black smudged stuff on a torn piece of paper 
and, because of my angle, it's all over my face and dress - no 
sign of the Virgin anywhere. 

We find a good spot for pictures. Lydia never gets out of 
character. She is always bad-ass. She's always 10076 dead-on, 
in control, never flinch, little girl never too far below the sur- 
face, fuck you. And even though I know I’m a fuckin sexy 
little dog and can kick any stupid prick’s ass in my own right, 
she is totally comfortable steering the whole situation, and I 
like to watch her do it. 

When we're done we go home. Ed is back, and his little 
brother Adam is with him. Adam is 13. He's sweet, smart, cute 
and hyperactive. Lydia seems even happier when she sees him. 
They hug and kiss hello. Later she tells me that she is training 
him to be a good man. 

We all go out to eat. Over lunch, she gives Adam good 
advice about dealing with his asshole parents. On our way 
home we go to a bookstore which has banned Lydia's book 
"Incriminating Evidence." 

Back at the house Lydia talks Adam into doing his lip- 
syncing performance of "Baby's Got Back" by Sir Mix-A-Lot 
(I like big butts and I can not lie...) which leaves me in stitches. 
He can't wait to get turned out. That stuff is in the air again, 
oozing. I don't think my panties were dry for a single moment I was in that house. 

Lydia says, "We're gonna take a nap. If you need anything, just come on in." And off they go: Lydia, Ed and 
Adam. On my way to the bathroom, I walk past the open bedroom door. Lydia is laying back, Ed's face is buried 
between her legs, little Adam is curled like an angel at her breast... and the dog. Lydia smiles at me and I keep 
moving. My pussy is crying at this point, and I try my best to soothe it with my worn-out little fingers: 

That's my last memory of the whole event. I don’t remember saying good-bye to Lydia or how I ended up 
back with my freaky friends. No show that night. I know that we ate craw-dads and raw oysters and went from bar 
to bar ‘till the sun came up = half of us getting fucked-up beyond belief and the other (myself included) just doing 
what drunk people do. 

Weall ended up back at the hotel. It was this huge old creepy place. Totally deserted. You could tell that thirty 
years ago it had class, but now it was like some bizarre skeleton. I played my trumpet on the balcony overlooking 
the giant pool, long since surrendered to the thick green-black moss that slyly forces itself onto every moist surface 
in this crazy town. 

Eleven people passed out and piled up everywhere. Four beds, eleven people. Sweat and liquor and snoring. 
like this time. I’m always the last one to slip away.... I fall asleep and dream about Lydia. I'm twelve years old. 
She's like fifteen. We know what's up. We know what time it is. We know about every fuckin' thing. We got that 
sixth sense thing goin on and we're working on some project together. I’m riding my bike to her house after school 
and everything's fine. I’m poppin’ wheelies and riding through puddles and then everything starts to shift and I 
realize something is wrong. Something is very fucked up. You know when you're dreaming and everything's fine 
and then suddenly you get that feeling... like your delicate egg-shell security is gonna bust right the fuck open. You 
know, like the end of the goddamn world and you're holding a fuckin thimble or something, and if you don't figure 
outa way to turn it into an African Spotted Horn Moth and deliver it to the bald man with a stomach on his back 
within the next thirteen minutes, it's curtains for everyone? Anyway, by the time I get to her house, I'm really 
freaked and I say WE'RE FUCKED. IT'S OVER I MEAN IT'S REALLY OVER. THE SHIT IS TO THE CURB. I MEAN 
THE BIG CURB. And she’s stroking my hair and she says, I know Carla. Her smile is sad. lm standing there in my 
sneakers, shaking and sweating. My clothes are soaked clean through. I take them off. My body is hairless. My 
breasts are small buds. She gets a little bassinette from under the sink, fills it with water and carefully washes me 
from head to toe. Then we lay down, and go to sleep. 
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SOME GUYS THINK THAT MAYBE THEY'RE SOME 
KIND OF SELF-APPOINTED PSYCHO-SURGEON... 
AFTER ALL, HE JUST WANTS TO — LIBERATE 
YOU... | MEAN HE JUST WANTS TO LIBERATE 
YOUR INNER ORGANS, IN SEARCH OF THOSE 
SECRET, SACRED SECRETIONS WHICH ARE 
LOCATED SOMEWHERE UP BETWEEN THE LIVER 
AND THE SPLEEN... BECAUSE USUALLY AFTER HE 
PICKS UP THOSE RUSTY KITCHEN UTENSILS AND 
STABS YDU REPEATEDLY IN THE BELLY, 
LUBRICATING HIS GREASY MANHOOD WITH THE 
STICKY RED LIQUID, IT CULMINATES IN A 
MASSIVE EXPLOSION... THE ULTIMATE ORGASM, 
WHERE TIME... YOUR TIME... STOPS,.. DEAD. 


AND | CAN UNDERSTAND THE NEED TO 
SLAUGHTER... TO SLAUGHTER THE DAUGHTERS 
OF THE MOTHERS AND FUCKERS WHO 
CONDEMNED MEN TO KILL IN THE FIRST PLACE... 
BY ABANDONING HIM TO ABUSIVE BABYSITTERS 
WHO GAVE HIM RADIATION POISONING BY 
PLUNKING HIM DOWN IN FRONT OF THE IDIOT 
BOX WITH A BAG OF OREO COOKIES WHILE THEY 
GOT HOT & BOTHERED, FINGER-FUCKING 
THEMSELVES, WHILE TALKING TO THIER 
BOYFRIENDS ON THE PHONE, STONED ON ACID, 
INTHE OTHER ROOM, AS MOMMY'S AT THE BAR 
LOOKING FOR ‘DADDY’ OR ‘DADDY'S 
REPLACEMENT’ SO SHE CAN COME HOME AND 
BATTER INTO SUBMISSION AND CASTRATION, * 
ALL THE LITTLE MEN WHO DIDN'T WANNAGROW 
UP TO BE MONSTERS AND MADMEN, BUT WERE 
JUST CARRYING ON IN THE FAMILY TRADITION — 
ATRADITION THAT WAS IN MYFAMILY, OF INCEST, 
ABUSE, RAPE AND EVENTUALLY... MURDER. 


AND THAT'S WHERE YOU'VE GOT TO HAND IT TO 
THE GORGEOUS MENENDEZ BROTHERS... THEY 
DIDN'T GO AFTER SOME ANONYMOUS VICTIM — 
THEY WENT AFTER THE TRUE PENPERTRATORS, 
MOMMY & DADDY DEAREST, NOT JUST RANDOM 
VICTIMS — BUT THE GUILTY PARTIES... THE 
FAMILY. 


YEAH BLOOD /S THICKER THAN WATER, BUT 
WATER DOESNT LEAVE A FUCKING SCAB ON A 
SCAR THAT NEVER HEALS. 


BLOOD — BY NOW YOU WILL HAVE NOTICED... 
I'M OBSESSED WITH IT. BECAUSE TO ME BLOOD 
IS JUST MEMORY WITHOUT LANGUAGE...THE 
SINS OF THE FLESH ARE JUST A SACRIFICE TO 
VENUS... PASSION ALWAYS PLAYS ITSELF OUT IN 
THE KILLING ZONE OF FALSE MEMORY... I'M 
OFFERING UP MY SECRETS SO THEY CAN STAIN 
EACH AND EVERY ONE OF YOUR 
RECOLLECTIONS. 


LITTLE BY LITTLE THE SUN INVADES THE SKY'S 
ABSENCE. DAY BREAKS, NIGHT FALLS, THE SUN 
SLOWLY RISES. RADIANT DUST, IT FALLS IN ON 
THE CURTAIN OF LOST TIME. | CAN FEEL MY 
LIGHT LEECHING OUT. | KNOW MY BLOOD, AS I 
SPEAK, IS THICKENING, AND CERTAINLY THE 
MUSCLES ARE GONNA START TO CONTRACT. I'M 
NOW IN TOUCH WITH THE IMPOSSIBLE... I'M 
OBTAINING THE POWER OF MY EXISTENCE SO 
THAT | CAN REACH THE OPPOSITE OF 
EXISTENCE. MY DEATH AND |, WE'RE GONNA 
SLIP AWAY... WHEN THAT DAY COMES, I'M JUST 
GONNA OPEN MYSELF UP TO MY ABSENCE... 
AND WHEN | DIE... NO SOUND IS GONNA BREAK 
FROM MY LIPS...BECAUSE THE CRY | GIVE AT 
THAT POINT- WILL BE SILENCE, SILENCE, 
SILENCE WITHOUT END. 


Excerpt taken from Lydia's latest rant at LACE. 
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NINA DENTATA GETS ALL CAUGHT UP WITH MRS. 


MIKE GLASS, 


MISTRESS OF 


AMOK BOOKS & WORLD-RENOWNED BLAXPLOITATION LADY-IN-WAITING, ON 


THE BEAUTY OF LET 71 BEAUTY 


By the early ‘70s, “Black is 
Beautiful” were words even I, Nina 
“white and, some might argue, 
barely out of the trash” Dentata 
wore proudly on a yellow t-shirt my 
mom had bought at a swap meet. 
These words became a slogan for 
what was seen at the time as the 
emergence of Black visibility and 
empowerment - not to mention fab- 
ulous afrocentric-fashion and a 
multi-styled extravaganza of 
afros. In the ‘80s and, unbe- 
lievably still even half way 
through the ‘90s, the Black 
“beauty” we get from music, 
movies, and the media is all 
wrapped up in the icon of the 
gangsta which has come to 
be synonymous with 


death, nihilism, and 
destructive rage. 
What up with this? 


Getting all issue-the- 
matic, and using any 
excuse to indulge my 

fetish for afros with 

even the most casual 

of references, I, Nina 

Dentata got into it 

with the illustrious 

Mrs. Mike Glass, 

local sugar bear cur- 
rently co-authoring, 
with AMOK partner 
Stuart Swezey, a cata- 
logic book on the blax- 

plotation era: Eldorado. Imagine if 
you will, lazy Sunday afternoon, 
swank Koreatown apartment, Barry 
White on the stereo, Riunite on Ice... 


I, Nina: Mrs. Glass, we know you are beautiful, 
okay, but tell me, is Black still beautiful? 

The Mrs.: Yeah.... In the '60s when it became 
okay to have kinky hair and all that just to be 
finally like, "Hey, we are different, we have are 
own separate identity fashion, hair styles" — 
that's never really gone away. But I would have 
to distinguish between Black beauty for Black 
people and Black beauty in the media which is 
for the most part controlled by Whites. If any- 
thing, Black beauty, Black fashion in the media is 
even more high profile, more retailed, more 
commodified, not that I’m a Marxist or anything, 
but it’s true. 

I: Are you saying that “Black is Beautiful” and 






















all that was just media hype? 
The Mrs.: No, but all the things of the late ‘60s 
were just sort of retailed — like "Black is 
Beautiful" patches — and translated into com- 
modities, which is fine 'cause now it's like kitsch 
stuff for us, it's fun. But the point is that it only 
went so far and nothing every really changed. 
The same thing happens today with say like the 
whole hip hop/X-Large look. But, in the "705 
there was a feeling like yeah every- 
thing was going to change, inte- 
gration would work. Shirley 
Chissom was running for presi- 
dent, Tom Bradley became 
mayor, but still...things are as 
fucked up as they have always 
been 
I: No doubt, some would say even 
worse. | mean, the images of 
Blacks in the media 
today with this gang 
thing are much more 
negative, say com- 
pared to the Black 
is Beautiful '70s, 
which was much 
more about life- 
affirmation, not 
to mention 
working a 
much better 
fashion idea. 
Don't you 
think that gangsta 
rap and movies, etc., 
by exemplifying Black 
on Black gang violence or 
violence towards women, 
ate perpetuating ап 
already impossibly bad situation and making it 
worse? 
The Mrs.: Well, the media exaggerates every- 
thing. I mean, to say that violence is worse now 
than ever, that is just not true. Like, I’m writing 
about this book called Low Lives for the AMOK 
newsletter. It’s about crime in New York at the 
turn of the century and you wouldn’t believe the 
incredible violence that was going on. You could 
argue that because people did not have TV, they 
were bored and going out and doing horrible 
things to one another. Also, like the media made 
the LA riots or rebellion or whatever, much 
worse than it actually was, I mean if you know 
anything about the history of riots, it was really 
nothing. People died, but compared to say, a riot 
in China with 50,000 dead in four hours, it's 
nothing. 
So, I'm not into the whole responsibility of 
the media to people, and the issue of the influ- 


uet 


He thought it happier to be dead; to die for beauty, than live for bread. -Ralph Waldo Emerson's Beauty 





ence it may or may not exert doesn't really inter- 
est me, 'cause it's hard to prove. The real prob- 
lem is that 90% of the city is poor. It's like a 
diversion to argue that violence on TV influences 
kids on the streets, it’s like a big smoke screen. I 
don’t think that Black people are causing the 
problems just by showing violence in their music 
or movies or whatever. These problems exist, 
they are the reality. However stupid I may think 
it is, however much I don’t want to listen to it. I 
grew up in South Central, I can relate to it and I 
can at least understand why they have this 
anger. 

But, I don’t think they are that violent 
really. The thing is, in the late ‘60s you did have 
the Black Panthers, a terrorist movement, that 
from the standpoint of violence actually commit- 
ted much more violence than any of those 
gangsta rappers. Despite...who’s the guy who 
was in that drive-by? 

I: Snoop Doggy Dog and I want to talk about 
his "fro action later but...go on... 

The Mrs.: Yeah, despite the hype around him, if 
anything it's really more aggressive than violent. 
People freak out 'cause they look like they 
would kick some ass. Something shakes them 
up. Even if it does send a negative message, at 
least you can look at something and have some- 
thing to say about it, you know, that can't be all 
bad. 

But it's interesting that you say the images 
of Blacks in the ‘70s were more positive. Most 
books on the subject think movies of that time, in 
the blaxploitation genre, sent out really fucked 
up messages. All those pimps, prostitutes, guns, 
violence, poverty, rats, roaches, only represented 
the worst images of Black society. Our book 
Eldorado won't moralize about it like that. I don't 
agree, I don't think Stuart does either. We don't 
have a problem with sex and violence in the 
movies - I need to see sex and violence to keep 
me awake. Sorry. Like Tamara Dobson in the 
movie Cleopatra Jones, I don't care that she is 
killing people, she is a very cool, beautiful Black 
woman. So in the book, we're going to get into 
blaxplotaion as well as the Harlem Renaissance 
and Black power movement. It's like what we do 








The Mrs.: Yeah. I mean not having to the gorilla suit and did that scene? People liked 
use lye or burn your hair straight any — it but really couldn't figure it out. 

longer was political, but it is more a I: Yeah, if sort of scared me, but Miss Davis 
fashion thing now. I don’t want to say usually does. She is too fabulous. Who is the 
it's not political but when the hair gets most beautiful Black person in the world, 
that freaky, like Snoops, it’s more of a besides yourself of course? 

statement like ‘Vm an individual,’ than The Mrs.: That's hard...there are so many, nn 
saying, ‘I'm an iconoclast.’ The hair have to make a list. It may be cryptic to some 
thing was solved in the ‘60s. It’s a non- — people, but these things can't be too easy... 

issue. People change their hair styles I: Okay, fabulous. Let's end with that, but Mis 
all the time - I don't know where they Glass - can you give it to me in a few words? 
get all the money. The Mrs.: Yeah, Black Beauty is its own reward. 
I: Do you get annoyed with people I: Beautiful. 

who tell you to do a ‘fro? 
‘Cause I think you should. 


The Mrs.: Yeah, everyone is $. 
all, ^Mrs. Glass you should 
get a fro!” But I’m all like, 


The Mrs.: Oh, of That S easy for you to say." MISS VAGINAL CREAM DAVIS - dister- 
course, I’m arguing I'm not into the maintenance. Semething 

: е ent all together than say Ru Paul who is about tired 
ona purely polem- I: Maintenance??? I don't get || fd traditional show biz. Miss Davis is...I can’ it 
ical level and yeah, I’m not a rap head or what- it. I thought the whole point was that = d ШТ. beni nin 
ever, most of the stuff has gotten trite. It doesn't it was low maintenance, you know au. || mise p, т Ф 5 


interest me, I can totally agree with that. I don’t natural. 

know what will be next in music. There is noth- The Mrs.: No way. If it’s that big, you DENZEL WASHINGTON - Dull but what a 

ing new anymore. have to keep combing it out, ‘cause shit Look for the locker room scene in Ricochet with 
Lindsey Wagner as a lady cop. Hot!! 


I: So let's get serious, what is your favorite gets in there. And you have to keep it 
Black fashion? shiny - so you need Afro Sheen - the EARTHA KITT - Hot stuff and her daughter is ta 


The Mrs.: Favorite fashion? It's hard to big sponsor for Soul Train - I mean 
say....There wasn’t really any Black fashion even if you are growing it out, you 
until the ‘60s when people integrated what was can't let it get too dried out, that would 
considered African into fashion. Before that — be ugly, you know. Then all the wash- 
Black people wore the same clothes as Whites. ing and drying. And you have to shape 
With the Black power movement came a re- it- it doesn’t grow out perfectly cylin- 
examination of history for Black people, to build drical, you know. 
an awareness that history didn't start with the I: So there is no chance of seeing you 
slave ships. This produced a lot of kitsch...like in an afro one day? 
Egyptian motifs in clothes, when people thought The Mrs.: No, I wouldn't say that.... I 
Cleopatra was a Black had one a few years 
woman, which wasn’t ago. My friend cut my 
really true. But then there hair into one and I 
was like, George Clinton's ended up looking like 
outfits which couldn't Shirley Hemple, you 
really be called afrocentric know the fat dyke wait- 
but much more like a ress character оп 
space-psychedelic raga- “What's Happenin’.” 
muffin thing. Earth Wind I; What about Marlene 
and Fire were into that Dietrich’s afro in 
space thing too. Bootsy Blonde Venus? 
Collins is the coolest space The Mrs.: Oh, that was 
cowboy - stars and a cape. so hot. I mean, what 
I'd have to say the whole was on Joseph Von 
late '70s period was rather Sternberg's mind? That 
eye-catching. big white blonde afro! 
If I had more money, Where did it come 
I would spend more of it from? 
on clothes like that - I; Well I mean, people 
fringed leather vests, plat- must have had afros in 
forms. I would love to Africa in the ‘30s, Mrs. 
wear it again but I don’t Glass. 
want to end up looking The Mrs.: Yeah, but it 
like a club kid. I guess wasn't associated with 
that's my snobbery. Africans іп the 
I: Yeah it's all back. Even American mind. 


afros, like on Snoop Dog, Marlene is out of her || Coffee, the tag line for the movie is “She'll cream 
it’s so mainstream now. head, she's so hot!!! jf you” Hot! She plays a lady cop who cuts this guy's 


Didn't Black hair used to 4 Were you there that |} gick off and it pickle wi 
be something more politic ¢ night at Candy when \\ his жаа т т. 
cal? Miss Davis came out in 
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at AMOK anyway, 
we tend to mix 
material that some 
people may feel is 
at odds with each 
other. 

I: I guess my feel- 
ing about the 
whole ^ gangsta 
look is that I'm so 
bored with it. I 
mean at first, in the 
'80s, all the guns 
and everything - it 
was exciting, like 
these guys are 
really hard but 
now, it's so... 


| 
| 
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ESTER PHILLIPS - Big hit song in the "70s about. 
being a junkie on her album Black Eyed Blues. It has 
a cover shot by a very young Bruce Weber. She is | 
very Black!! 
DIONNE WARWICK - Even now, Dionne. She’s a hot | 
Black lesbian and has a thicker beard than I do.” | 



















































the other side is all about being the wife. Oh, 
so raunchy and nasty. Love her. 
ANTONIO FARGAS ~ Huggy Bear on Starsky ond 
Hutch, the fag in Car Wash, that says it all. 
PAM GREER - Another Black Super Woman, big 
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she twists itt 


she presses iti 


she broids itt 


she upbroids it! 
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artwork by Justin Forbes! 


Ben Is Dead "Black" Issue Cover 
10096 cotton t-shirts * M, L, XL 
Full color image on black 
$15 (postage paid) 


send check or money order to: Ben Is Dead t-shirts, po box 
3166, hollywood, CA 90028. CA residents add 8.25*6 sales tax. 
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LIGHT IN THE DARKNESS 


THE IMPORTANCE OF BECOMING BLONDE 
by Ebony Hollander 


Му friend Liz recently told me about a nightmare she'd only princess with dark hair is Snow White, and she's out of 
had. “It was so awful,” she said, "I wasn't blonde any- the picture for most of her narrative, slumbering away until 
more." She woke up and experienced that reality gap the prince arrives. Some versions of the 
wherein confirmation must be sought that one is, story say that she's asleep because 
once again, in the real. I imagine Liz peering she choked on an apple. Not 
into the mirror, her pale hair glinting back exactly the stuff dreams are 
in the morning light. What a relief. "It made of, eh? Don't even 
was so hard to become blonde," she get me started on 
said. "I couldn't go through that Barbie and Skipper. 

again." 














































The only answer is 
the bottle. And 
indeed, to many, 
the late-bloom- 
ing blonde is 
preferable to 
those born on the 
lighter side of the 
line. In an age of 
irony, where exag- 
gerated clothes, nos- 
talgic stances, and 
manufactured attitudes 
have become the norm, bot- 
tled blonde hair indicates a 
knowing ploy on stereotypical 
societal mores. Consider it a 
post-modern comment which 
simultaneously posits knowledge of a 
fraudulent social schemata and a form of 
resistance to it through parody. C’mon, who 
would you rather date, some idiot just walk- 
ing around with her natural hair color, or 
someone whose tresses refer back to a rich 
imago-history of women willing to do mother 
nature one better? 


But of course she will, as soon as 
those roots pass the cutely punk 
phase and begin to look merely 
sloppy. Every dark haired 
woman can tell you the horror 
stories, from furtive teen 
attempts with lemon juice and 
Sun-In to burnt scalps and hair 
that breaks off if as if refusing to 
participate in your fraud. Cold shiv- 
ers running up a dark scalp as her 
boyfriend's eyes furtively follow the path 
of a blonde through a crowd. He wouldn't... 
would he? 


Like a washed out Renaissance painting dulled by exposure 
to too many centuries of light, men seem to lose all 
perspective when it comes to blonde women. 
And blondes, endowed with that Gemini- 
like gene for dissimulation and two- 
facedness, often play up to this, batting 
their eyes and swinging their lycra-clad 
booties, exemplifying every man’s 
dream of a non-threatening 
vanilla dentata before going 
home to work on their PhD’s in 
feminist theory and complain 
about all the unwanted atten- 
tion. 


Q: What does a blonde say when you blow 
in her ear? 
A: Thanks for the refill. 


It’s tough to grow up with dark 
hair. All the cool fairy 
tale princesses have 
golden tresses, from 
Cinderella to 
Rapunzel, who lit- 
erally used her hair 
to get the guy. The 


Dark is good, dark is complex, dark is power. 
But like all power, it’s more effective when 
masked, more palatable behind a 
falsely sugary facade. Becoming 
blonde is empowerment, enlighten- 
ment, exploitation and entrap- 
ment. Use your potions wisely. 
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Nicole Panter's bio is this long, long list that, upon closer analysis, still doesn't say every- 
thing she's done or is currently involved in. It would probably be easier to ask her what she 
hasn't done. Along with a busy schedule of writing and performing, she still has time to 
work a day job, to participate in activist work, and to be a part of the white trash wonder 
band, Honk If Yer Horny. One thing's for certain, she's hard to pin down. Nonetheless, Kerin 
somehow caught up with her long enough to get to get her opinions on the darker side of 
things — Nicole "been there done that" Panter had a few words on the matter... 


I've always liked darker things. Like | told you about when 
| was a little kid. It was in school. My school was really lib- 
eral. They always refered to the artist in the child. And the 
teacher asked us our favorite color, and when she got to 
me | said “black.” She went, “Ewww, that’s sick.” | was six 
or something. So | knew then that | was on the 
right track. 

50 you've been black your whole life. 
Uh, huh. When | was little, my father owned a 
world-champion heavyweight boxer who was 
black. 

He owned him? 

That's what they called it. | still don't know how 
it works and | never asked. He's dead, my 
father. But all these amazing, really stylish 
black guys would come over for brunch, like 
Sugar Ray Robinson. He drove a purple El 
Dorado. Yeah, | always liked black things bet- 
ter than white things. | met this white woman, 
the only white soloist in the gospel choir at 
First AME Church. | mean, it’s like | think | can 
do anything | want to do. But, if there's one 
thing in the universe | know | can't do is sing 
like a black woman. | can't sing at all. That's 
the only thing | really wish | could do 

Give me some of your background. 
Let's see. | grew up in Palm Springs. Got out 
of there as soon as | could, it was a really hor- 
rible town, full of rich, spoiled people. My family doesn't 
speak to me anymore. | was really wealthy, weird and 
abnormal. | left when | was fourteen. | picked fruit for a 
while. When | was little, they were organizing the grape 
boycotts. Cesar Chavez was in the Cochella Valley, orga- 
nizing the grape boycotts. There was a huge crop of 
grapes. These people who took care of my family, these 
Mexican women, their husbands were gardeners, they 
would go off to the fields to watch Chavez speak. They 
would take us kids with them. | was always like “Oh my 
god, this is amazing,” even though | was only six years old. 
| started organizing grape boycotts, you know, stupid kid 
grape boycotts. Then | left home. | went to pick fruit. And 
then | finally came to L.A. | got into UCLA, worked about a 
Million jobs to support myself. Then punk rock happened 
The next thing | knew, | was managing the Germs, who 


were the most notorious band to come out of that scene. 
And then | got married to Gary Panter who was an illustra- 
tor, a punk cartoonist. And he didn’t want me to manage 
the Germs anymore because he thought | would get hurt, 
physically. It was one of those kind of jobs. | sort of let 
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myself get talked out of it, which was really stupid. But it 
just goes to show you what insecurity will do to you. But 
the band fell apart shortly after that, anyway. Then | started 
traveling, | went to Mexico, to Haiti. Then Gary and | got 
divorced. | went to India for a year, England for two years. 
| always wrote little articles for Slash here and there. But 
about five years ago, | started writing short stories. About 
3 years ago, | started performing them. A couple of years 
ago, | took what | was doing on an individual basis politi- 
cally. About twice a year | would organize a concert for 
some cause that | liked. Because | had all these friends who 
are musicians, | would strong-arm them into appearing. So 
| had a few really successful benefits. It was really hard 
work and | thought it would be great to have a group of 
women doing this who felt the same way. So | came up 
with the idea of the Bohemian Women’s Political Alliance, 


Heart disease syphilis pregnancy, all you creeps on the streets get away from me. -Kathy Acker 


which is still going really strong. 
| decided | wanted to do something on you when 
I read a piece you had written on your experi- 
ences in India. 

| lived and traveled in India for about a year. It was amaz- 
ing. It was like if you take everything neat you find in 
Mexico, and everything horrifying that you find in a third 
world country, and just ratchet it up about ten times. The 
colors are brighter, the smells are more intense. The birds 
are more colorful, the poverty is more horrifying and 
inescapable. | tend to do those big trips alone, because it's 
a good way of confronting yourself and finding out more 
about yourself. It's frightening to be in a place where you 
don't know the language, where you don't know if you're 
getting on the train that's going in the direction you need 
to go, or if it's going to take you deeper in some adventure 
that you don't necessarily want to go in. | would recom- 
mend India to anyone interested in any kind of inner 
adventure. And | don't just mean in the spiritual sense. 
Tibetan Buddhists are really interesting and wonderful 
amazing people and a community that took me in. You can 
live well, but not high on the hog for about $1200 a year. 
You can live in clean places and eat decent food and travel 
| worked in one of those hostels for the dying in Calcutta 
for three months. It was just scrubbing floors and wiping 
bodily fluids off the chins of, you know, dying people. 
Which was a really amazing experience because it's like 
now, I'm in my mid-thirties, | start thinking about mortal- 
ity. | can feel that my body doesn't respond the way it did 
fifteen years ago. You wake up in the middle of the night 
and think about death. So | thought that would be kind of a 
good way to go and confront that. But it really didn't ease 
my mind at all. Death is not a pretty thing. And we have this 
"Hollywood" idea that we'll die in bed and our 
eyes will just kind of close... This doctor has 
just written a book called The Ways We Die, 
and takes the six most common causes of 
death in this country and does a clinical run- 
down of how you die from these things. In 
most cases, it's something of a violent act 
upon your person. Is that black enough for 
ya? (laughs) And that's pretty much what | 
found at the hostel for the dying, they don't 
go out gently. | suspect, as ornery as | am, ! 
won't either. Recently, I've done some mind- 
bending things with some Native Americans. 
| got to do sweat lodge ceremonies. On the 
other hand, if death is anything like the sweat 
lodge, then it won't be so bad. It's kind of 
psychedelic. The Native American thing, that 
helps me with the fear of death. 

Does that influence your work at all? 
A lot of my work is about loneliness and 
alienation which is a condition that I've had 
all my life. When you're an iconoclast, it 
tends to isolate you from your fellow man 
For the most part people want to fit in. I've always sort of 
kicked and screamed against that. | don't know why. It cer- 
tainly doesn’t make your life easier. But I've always kind of 
hung with the underdog and the unpopular cause. 

You were telling me about being adopted. 

It was a Lakota woman which makes me... one of the seven 
most sacred things that can happen to a Lacoda is adop- 
tion. Adoption is like number two or three. The Lacoda 
have a history of adopting people they like. There's this 
woman named Choach Means who was a warrior at the 
Alcatraz takeover and Wounded Knee. And she worked on 
this film that | worked on which is about the takeover of 
Wounded Knee in 1973. And we were both troublemakers 
of the same stripe. It was one of those things where you 
say, “Oh my god, you are my sister!” She adopted me in a 
ceremony, but it's like a wedding ceremony and it's really 
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amazing. | laughed through my other weddings — this one 
| cried through. | really do have a place up there on the 
reservation when | want it. Now | have this Indian family 
that | like. They accept me for who | am and admire me 
rather than criticize. I'm like the least New Age person you 
could ever meet in life. | think so much of that is Charlatan 
bullshit. As soon as | went up to South Dakota and hung 
out with these people | really felt comfortable and at home 
I've always been interested in Indians. The Pueblo Indians 
not the Plains Indians. | really spent a lot of time reading 
about the Pueblo Indians. It was one of those things that 
felt right. It's incredible. Im not saying it's like a past life or 
anything, although who knows? 

Tell me an interesting story about earthquakes 
and your psychic experience. 

| think | want to have children. That's what the earthquake 
did to me, (Laughs) Because everyone | know that has kids 
was like, “Oh no, | didn't think about myself, | just thought, 
oh my god, the children.” And | thought it would be really 
cool to have that kind of selflessness. | can't imagine hav- 
ing it though. 

My parents told me that in the 1970s earth- 
quake, both of them threw themselves over my 
bassinette to protect me. At first | thought, how 
nice. But then | thought, wait a second. If some- 
thing would have fallen, | would have been 
buried under two dead parents. Do you under- 
stand the trauma | would have had to carry the 
rest of my life? 

That's so funny, because there was this kid in the town | 
grew up in who was the "Rainman" of Palm Springs. And 
he used to go around pretending he was a car. He used to 
go, “Vroom! Vroom!" and he'd run into a wall at full speed. 
They had to put a football helmet on him. The rumor was 
that he was driving 
with his parents and 
there was a terrible 
accident, and both of 
them were decapitated 
and their heads landed 
on his lap. And that's 
why he was so trou- 
bled. So you might 
have ended up pre- 
tending you were a car 
or something. 
Pretending | was a 
table. 

Yeah, really. So, my 
earthquake story. | 
always sleep with no 
clothes on. | just feel 
like I'm being strangled 
if | have them on. But, 
the night before the 
earthquake | put on 
long underwear bot- 
toms and tops. Before | got into bed, | went into the bath- 
room and got my bathrobe which was behind the door, 
which | never touch unless, like, the gas man comes to the 
door and I'm in bed naked. | took my tennis shoes and put 
them next to the bed. All the time | was doing this, it didn't 
occur to me | was doing this — | just did it. And it didn’t 
occur to me until later in the day that |, in fact, had taken 
those things and put them there. | know I'm really psychic. 
But it’s one of those things that | don’t understand when it's 
happening, and it's only in retrospect, which doesn’t make 
it much use. 

Being a creative writer, what influences you? 
Like depression — does that help you? 

No. Depression paralyzes me. | can't do shit. | can't even 
get out of bed. | write when I'm happy. 
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Tell me about your spoken work. 

I've been really lucky that | have come to the realization that 
| am capable of doing this stuff, even if it is relatively late 
in life, at the beginning of my thirties. But some people go 
through their whole life not being desperate or brave 
enough to try. 

I can't even walk in front of people. 

I'm used to it. I've always 
been self-conscious about 
not being pretty and all that 
stuff, so it took a long time 
to get over that. | hate to 
say it, but | think when you 
hit your thirties you start to 
say, “Fuck ‘em. People like 
it or dont like it" Exene 
kept inviting me to open 
for her readings, and | kept 
saying,” No, | can't, | 
can't.” | finally accepted. 
And | got there and | was 
so flipped out that | looked 
out at the audience that | 
just went “I can't do this,” 
and | left. Thankfully she 
was patient and she asked 
me again about a year 
later. | was finally ready to 
do it. | feel like my work, 
based on the response it's 
gotten, has given me more confidence. | think after a cer- 
tain point...all this great shit happens in your thirties. You 
become disgustingly orgasmic if you're a woman. You 
become self-possessed, self-confident, self-aware. Even if 
the world is not sharing your views. You realize how much 
energy is given away to that and you realize that at a cer- 
tain point it's just not worth caring what other people think 
about you 

What do you think about this whole Dionysean 
attitude that a lot of performers or spoken word 
people have that they have to live life to excess 
to be able to write and create. 

Oh, | don't think | know any good writers who do that. 
Everyone | know whose writing | respect works hard at it. | 
think that's this sort of glamorous media stereotype that 


has helped a lot of really untalented writers get 
by...uncool people. | don't think it's necessary. | 
haven't really been out of control that way for about 
ten years. It was about eight solid years of partying 
and | didn’t produce anything. It was only when the 
dust settled and the smoke cleared that | started 
producing shit. | suppose that myth has its roots 
in Dylan Thomas, but he was rare. He was an 
amazing writer and an obnoxious human being. 
But there's also this total myth of slack which, if 
you don't have a 9 to 5 job and work until you're 
65 you're considered a slacker — or lazy or stupid. 
I'm reading this book called /n the Absence of the 
Sacred, which deals a lot with corporate mythol- 
ogy — how it shapes our life and what an evil thing 
it is. It's really scary. It's the most amazing book | 
have ever read. The fact is, | work really hard at 
what | do, trying to keep my head above water. 
Luckily, I've managed to get some really good jobs 
that help me to do that. 

Weren’t you an exotic dancer at some 
point? 

Yeah, a topless dancer. At a place called Girl Talk. 
On and off for about three or four years. | sup- 
ported an artist husband. 

Really? 

It was fun, actually. You know, it’s a time-honored 
punk-rock profession. It's something that | wish | could do 
again, just one last time. If | ever get totally in shape again, 
| will. Right now | work part-time for the guy who wrote 
Dog Day Afternoon and Cool Hand Luke, and he pays me 
a full-time salary. It's a great job that gives me a lot of time 
to do this other stuff. | guess living in LA, being around 
people like that, we're lucky. We can hook into that job cir- 
cuit. | got a job working at Disney for six months in the stu- 
dio. It was fucked 

I can't see you drawing little Goofy’s. 

1 didn't draw. | was in the still publicity department. It was 
during Dick Tracy — getting movie stars to approve their 
pictures to be used on posters. It was a fucking nightmare. 
| would get up a six in the morning, which is something | 
can't do anyway. My family was really proud of me then. 
One day | was complaining to my sister, saying that | get 
up at six in the morning and it's killing me. And she goes, 
“Well, now you know how the rest of us live.” And that's the 
whole thing, the war between “Them” and “Us.” They think 
we're skirting our responsibilities by having fulfilling lives. 
Anyway, | lasted at Disney about six months. Then | just 
quit. It was long enough to have this really kick-ass eye 
operation, a Radial Keratotomy, on my Disney health insur- 
ance. Disney is like this seething world of in-the-closet 
wierdness. Every man who | came in contact with in my 
department who was in charge of something was gay. But 
totally that kind of closeted gay guy. They were also dying 
off one by one of AIDS, which was really sad. Then there. 
was this whole cadre of huge black women who looked like 
normal secretaries at first. But then you'd go into their 
cubicles, and they all had the word "Home" written in really 
big letters at eye level. And it turned out they were all mem- 
bers of this sect called the Brahma Kumari. Brahma is a 
high cast-in India, and Kumari means the virgin princess: 
Kumari. A lot of the cultures pick a Kumari, which is usu- 
ally a ten year-old girl about to go into puberty. They tart 
her up and parade her around. She's like the sacrificial vir- 
gin, basically. These women belong to this cult, and it had 
to do with celebacy. And you'd talk to them for a little while, 
and dig deeper and find it was really fucking wierd. So, you 
know, this corporate straight-jacket that America insists on 
putting itself in, is merely restraining a bunch of first-class 
fucking loonies and wierdos and deviant perverts. | hope to 
never have to return to that. They might as well give me my 
SSI and pat me on the butt and send me on my Way. at 


He not busy being born is busy dying. -Bob Dylan 
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Where once humankind looked to the stars in Heaven for 
guidance in how to live their lives, so do many of us in 
the space-age now look to the stars of Hollywood for 
lessons in how notto live our lives. In our modern world 
there are more stars in detox centers than in the heavens, 
and Teen-Girl-Stars in particular live and die in a special 
sub-section of the star system. Raised nearly from the 
womb to regard themselves as glittering golden-chil- 
dren, most teen-girl stars spend their early lives being 
pampered, admired, and fecognized, and they naturally 
come to see fame and public adoration as their 
birthright... but years later, when pop culture inevitably 
passes the teen-girl stars by, she has nothing left but her 
own damaged soul to fall back on. How do these former 
stars cope with their falls from the graces of celebrity- 
hood? Some implode, unnoticed by a fickle world, while 
others burn out brightly, screaming all the way down as 
they plummet towards Earth 

The very first teen-girl star, indeed the first movie 
star of any kind, was silent movie actress Mary Pickford, 
who was once known worldwide as the “girl with the 
curl.” Pickford shot to fame by playing one innocent 
damsel in distress after another, but behind the scenes 
she was the ultimate ball-buster, ordering her directors 
around with a viciousness that went unequaled until 
Shannen Doherty. “Remember,” the angel-faced Mary 
ranted at one unfortunate director, "I don't work for you, 
you work for mef But Pickford's audience would've 
never believed their heroine could behave in such a 
manner, and year after year she remained the world's 
most popular and highest paid star Pickford was so 
successful that she was able to break away from her stu- 
dio to form United Artists with Charlie Chaplin and 
Douglas Fairbanks Jr., and her slight stature enabled her 
to play innocent children until she was well into her thir- 
ties. Eventually, however, Pickford's career fizzled out 
after she got a nasty Jazz-Age hair-bob and, by the time 
she decided to retire, Pickford was mortified to discover 
that nobody cared. Without public attention for the first 
time in her life, Pickford crawled into a bottle of booze to 
die, and spent the rest of her life swilling gin in bed 
certainly a sorry end for the girl who was once known as 
"America's Sweetheart." 

Sadder still was the tale of Pickford's peer, Mabel 
Normand. Normand, the saccharine star of several 
Chaplin and Mack Sennet films, completely betrayed 
her pure, virginal public image when she became a 
murder suspect in 1922. Investigations into the case 
revealed that Normand was hooked on cocaine-filled 
peanuts, and the cops believed that the man Normand 
was accused of murdering was either trying to break up 
her drug ring or was buying the peanuts for her. 
Although Normand was later declared innocent of the 
murder, her career was ruined by the scandal, and a few 
years later she was put out of her misery by a lethal case 
of tuberculosis. 

Drug addiction is of course all too common in the 
ranks of teen-girl stars: Judy Garland's career shot over 
the rainbow when she appeared in the Wizard of Oz at 
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age 16, but her studio felt that Garland wasn't pretty 
enough, so they pumped their young star full of amphet- 
amines to help her slim down. Of course Garland 
became hooked, and the rest of her life was a hellish 
Kansas twister of neurosis, grossly faded looks and 
drugs, drugs, drugs. 

Like Garland, Liz Taylor began her career as a 
fresh-faced, virginal teen-girl star... so its hard to 
believe the porky, boozy slattern Taylor later became 
Over the years Taylor has been addicted to just about 
everything, including drugs, publicity and marriages, 
but in recent years poor health has slowed down her wild 
ways. Today Liz stays in the public eye chiefly by ped- 
dling her perfume line, AIDS activist work, and riding the 
coattails of her very dearest friend, Michael “Chicken 
Hawk" Jackson. Say what you like, but Taylor is one lady 
guaranteed to hold on to her place in the sun. 

Perhaps the saddest of all the Hollywood drug- 
gies, and one of the most gifted teen-girl stars, ended up 
pumped full of narcotics against her will. In 1942, 
Frances Farmer, Paramount's prettiest, most volatile 
contract player, was pulled over by Santa Monica police 
for a minor traffic violation. Frances was recovering from 
a messy break-up with 
playwright Clifford 
Odets and was in no 
mood to be bothered 
by The Man, and she 
and the cops had an 
ugly confrontation 
The Santa Monica 
Night Court gave 
Frances only 180 
days probation for 
her tussle with the 
cops, but the arrest 
seemed to push 
Frances over the 
edge: Soon she was 
having wild mood 
swings, during one of 
which she dislocated 
a studio hairdresser's 
jaw. Not long after 
this she got into a 
liquored-up brawl 
and lost her sweater in 
a Sunset Boulevard nightclub. Apparently, deciding to 
make the most of the experience, Frances then sprinted 
topless down Sunset before the COPS caught up with her 
in a room at the Knickerbocker hotel and dragged her, 
nude and struggling like a fish on a hook, through the 
hotel lobby. Frances seemed to finally calm down when 
the cops took her to the Hollywood police station, but, as 
a final act of contempt she listed her occupation as 
“Cocksucker.” 

In court, Frances’ kooky behavior (including 
beaming the judge's skull with an inkpot) led to the com- 
plete destruction of her acting career, and she was 









shipped off to rot in a sanitarium. Farmer's fierce indi- 
vidualism had long before made her unpopular. with the 
Hollywood establishment, and no-one, including her 
studio, did anything to help her escape her fate of 
straightjackets, electro-shock and drug treatments, 
rapist (female) guards and, finally, lobotomy. 

A few years later, following the advent of televi- 
sion, Hollywood required the services of more teen-girl 
stars than ever before, and, if anything, this new breed 
of celebrity suffered through even more spectacular 
falls from grace than their sisters of 

the silver-screen. Lauren Chapin, 
who portrayed “Kitten” Anderson 
on the show Father Knows Best, 
was probably the most sickening 
example of this trend. After her 
show was canceled, Lauren mar- 
tied her mechanic boyfriend at age 
16, miscarrying eight times before 
she divorced the grease-monkey. 
Suddenly destitute, Chapin took a 
series of shitty, low-paying jobs, 
including carhop, waitress, and 
dog-groomer, and by age 19 an 
obsession with her weight had led 
her to a 60-diet-pill-a-day habit. 
This led to harder drugs, and soon 
Chapin fell into shoplifting and 
prostitution to support her addic- 
tion. "| was valuable because | 
could help men unwind and forget 
about their troubles,” Chapin said 
about her years hooking. "I saw 
myself as a kind of psychologist.” 

Over the next few years Lauren married several 
drug dealers (one of whom she met as a fellow patient in 
a psycho-ward), spent time in jail for check forgery and 
eventually ended up homeless on the mean streets of LA. 
By that time Chapin was so tired of her undeniably hor- 
rible life that she attempted to kill herself by severing her 
left hand with a meat cleaver... OUCH! Chapin was 
found before the end, however, and doctors were able to 
re-attach her hand, although to this day she has no feel- 
ing in it. 

While recovering from this nauseating. ordeal, 
Chapin became pregnant by (altogether now kids) 


There is nothing so boring as immortality. -Chinaski 








another drug dealer!, and decided that the time had come 
to straighten out her wild life. A few years later, however, 
this untamed “Kitten” was in heat again, and her second 
child was fathered by a man who came to install her tele- 
phone ("Oh, just plug it in over here ..."). 

Now a thoroughly annoying evangelist, Chapin 
travels across America preaching at drug-addicted teens 
and appearing on talk shows (most memorably several 
pathetic appearances on The Howard Stern Show) to 
advocate tighter controls for TV programming, "In an 
effort to stop the images of blood and gore and easy sex 
that are flooding our homes." 

As wild as Lauren Chapin's behavior has been 
over the years, she faces stiff competition for the crown 
of Psychotic Queen of the Former-teen-girl stars from 
Patty Duke, Duke became famous for her dual role as 
identical cousins (identical cousins?) on The Patty Duke 
Show, and it’s all too easy to observe that in real life 
there have been two Pattys, as well. Born Anna Marie, 
Patty became "Patty Duke" at an early age when her par- 
ents handed her over to live with her managers, John 
and Ethel Ross. "Anna is dead," the Rosses told her, 
"you're Patty now." From then on, Patty rarely saw her 
parents except for brief once-a-week visits when her 
mother would come over to the Ross house to wash their 
clothes. 

The Rosses landed Patty a few film roles that 
shortly led to her getting The Patty Duke Show, but by 
age 17 Patty was already too world-weary to fit her 
peaches-and-cream TV image; first Patty broke up the 
Marriage of a 31-year-old assistant director from her 
show and married him herself, and when the marriage 
quickly crumbled Patty turned to booze to ease the pain 
When she began to have daily raging fights with the 
Rosses and her studio, Duke's fed-up network gave up 
and axed the show. 

Overnight, Patty found every door in Hollywood 
Closed to her, and she was so depressed about being 
unemployed that her weight dropped to a measly 76 
pounds... When she finally landed a role in the notori- 
ous Jacqueline Susann pot-boiler Valley of the Dolls, 
Patly spent the film's publicity tour working so hard at 
changing her wholesome image that she earned the 
nickname "Little Sewer Mouth." She told Look, "I gotta 
act tough. | mean, everyone's bigger than me. 
Everybody's got a bigger bra size. I'm like a little man. I'll 
tell you one thing, I'm not doing any more (Patty Duke 
Shows]." 

In the years that followed Duke attempted suicide 
Several limes and was busted for drugs. The public 
thought Patty was finally turning her life around when 
She hooked up with Lucille Ball's wholesome son, Desi 
Arnaz Jr., but their love affair was a stormy one, and dur- 
ing one of their break-ups Patty became pregnant by 
Addam's Family star John Astin. She told the public that 
the little-Pugsley-to-be growing in her belly was Desi 
Jr.'s, but word got out and soon a righteously pissed-off 
Desi Jr. dumped Patty flat. Out of spite, Patty married a 
stranger for 13 days, divorcing him allegedly before they 
even consummated their marriage. When that union 
ended, a heartbroken Patty fell once more into the wait- 
ing arms of John “Gomez” Astin. 

Such behavior might lead one to believe that Duke 
was a raving, drooling drug-addict, but Duke claims that 
her erratic behavior was the result of undiagnosed 
Manic-depression. However, she’s also said that she 
was so screwed-up in those days that “maybe, who 
knows, | was manic, maybe | did (use drugs). | certainly 
behaved badly.” 

Duke also behaved very, very stupidly: In the early 
70s she agreed to let two men she'd met in a parking lot 
Manage her money, and—surprise—in no time at all 
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She and Gomez were cleaned-out. The marriage strug- 
gled on for 12 years of game-show appearances and 
guest-starring parts until Patty could take the strain no 
longer and walked out. 

In 1982, lithium treatments put an end to Patty's 
years of tantrums, suicide attempts and slutty behavior, 
and soon her tell-all autobiography, Ca// Me Anna, was 
topping the charts. In recent years Patty has also man- 
aged to give a litttle of her pain back to the world by star- 
ting in almost every horrible TV movie to hit the air. 

Some teen-girl stars haven't enjoyed Patty Duke's 
longevity, and have in fact burned out so early that they 
seem frozen forever in the roles that made them famous. 
It's almost impossible to imagine them grown up... In 
reality, however, time marches on and many of these 
girls are trampled underfoot. The way beautiful Sue 
Lyon, the "Nymphete" who portrayed the title role in 
Stanley Kubrick's film Lolita, ended her acting career is 
even more awful than the fate that befell her film charac- 
ter. After the film's release, Lyon's promising career was 
cut short when she married a prisoner she'd met by mail. 
Lyon later described their love as “so bizarre, so inex- 
plicable that no one could have predicted it.” Although 
the marriage couldn't be consummated, the lovesick 
Lyon took a waitressing job near her husband's prison 
and went to live in a 
hotel within sight of the 
prison  guard-tower. 
Eventually, however, 
Lyon couldn't stand 
Such a pathetic life, and 
she filed for divorce. 
Lyon is now a drab 
housefrau living 
uneventfully in the mid- 
west... But is she bit- 
ter? Hell, yes! “My 
destruction as a person 
dates from [Lolita]," 
Lyon said. It seems as 
though the dye's been 
cast for this forlorn for- 
mer celebrity, but one 
has to wonder... has 
she considered giving 
John Waters a call? 

In the early '70s a 
new breed of groovy 
rockin’ and a rollin’ teen-girl stars came on the scene. 
During the last season of The Brady Bunch, the produc- 
ers attempted to cash in by making their teen cast record 
a couple of tragically, magically lame "rock" albums (for 
more on this see last issue's “TV Rockers” article), and 
even after The Brady Bunch was canceled the kids con- 
tinued making albums, specials, and even a Saturday 
Morning cartoon series, all of which flopped. When the 
Bunch disbanded, the Brady girls had little luck finding 
new work, with Eve Plumb (Jan) creating a particularly 
strange niche for herself by portraying a teen prostitute 
in a number of different TV movies. 

Susan Dey, one-time warbler in the Partridge 
Family, has been luckier than the Bradys, and has even 
managed to climb back up (slowly) from the horrors of 
post-cancellation life and self-abuse to a starring role on 
the '80s hit LA Law. But recently Susan has managed to 
end up right back where she started by leaving Law to 
join the cast of the sitcom Love and War, from which she. 
was subsequently booted for not being funny enough 

The teen-girl stars void left in the late '70s by the 
decline of Susan Dey and the Brady girls was filled just 
a few years later when Carrie Fisher rocketed to fame 
with the role of Princess Leia, the tart-tangued space- 
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princess with the freaky double-bun hairdo, in the 
hugely successful Sfar Wars trilogy. On screen, Fisher 
was the living embodiment of innocence and purity... 
but in real life a bizarre Hollywood childhood and years 
of drug abuse had left this high-flying space-princess 
dangerously close to crash landing. 

As the daughter of crooner Eddie Fisher and 
Singin’ in the Rain star Debbie Reynolds, Carrie Fisher 
came from what she describes as a “Golden Womb.” She 
entered the world amidst the glare of flashbulbs, and she 
was only three hours old when she was photographed 
for the cover of Modern Screen magazine to promote her 
parents’ film Bundle of Joy. In truth, things were less 
than joyful in the Reynolds/Fisher home and, when 
Carrie was only two, her parents divorced so her father 
could marry Liz Taylor. Despite the family tragedy, little 
Carrie and her brother Todd could take some comfort in 
the opulent surroundings in which they were raised. As 
Carrie puts it, "We grew up on the Map of the Stars." 

When Carrie was 13, her mother brought her into 
her glitzy Las Vegas nightclub act ("I was sort of being 
groomed for Liza-hood," Fisher has said), and Carrie 
was introduced to pot by the dancers in her mother's act. 
Carrie's father had been a speed-addict for years, and it 
wasn't long before Carrie followed in his footsteps and 





began to consume huge amounts of ecstasy, MDA and 
LSD. “I loved acid,” Fisher's said. “Acid is like MDA with 
colors. | liked the colors.” 

In 1972, Fisher dropped out of high school and 
landed a role in the Warren Beatty film Shampoo. Her 
character in the film asks Beatty the immortal question, 
“Wanna fuck?” Fisher was 15 at the time. Two years later 
she was cast as Princess Leia, and overnight her career 
shot straight through the stratosphere. In 1983, the year 
the last film of the trilogy, Return of the Jedi, was 
released, the drug-addled Fisher married Paul Simon on 
a whim. The Force wasn't with their marriage, however, 
and after only eleven months she divorced the singing 
dwarf and plunged into a serious drug-binge. Friends 
dragged Fisher to an L.A. detox center, and when she 
was released Fisher turned the experience into the 
cutesy little semi-autobiographical novel, Postcards 
from the Edge. The book was made into a hit film star- 
ting Meryl Streep (as Fisher was deemed unfit to portray 
herself in the film), and soon Fisher was in demand for 
more novels. Carrie now appears frequently in maga- 
zines like Esquire and Rolling Stone to offer glib bon- 
mots on the fads of the day, since acting roles have 
come her way at less than light-speed. 
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Another '70s teen icon who's faced rough times is 
former One Day At A Time star Mackenzie Phillips. 
(While Valerie Bertinelli has had her own troubles with 
bulimia, self-esteem and a marriage to masturbatory 
Quitar-stroker Eddie Van Halen, her problems pale in 
significance when compared to those of Mackenzie.) As 
the daughter of John Phillips, the infamous addict/rock 
star from the Mamas and the Papas, Mackenzie was 
already dabbling in booze and pot by the age of 12. By 
the time she landed the role of the rebellious teen “Julie” 
on One Day At A Time, Mackenzie was already well on 
her way to being a burned-out junkie. In 1977 she was 
found collapsed on a Hollywood street and was arrested 
for possession of cocaine and public intoxication. In 
1980 Mackenzie made a bad situation worse when she 
married a musician whose own mother publicly (and fre- 
quently) described him as an asshole, and soon 
Mackenzie's loopy behavior had gotten her character 
written right out of her hit show. Phillips plunged into 
lonely days of watching soap operas and snorting 
mountains of cocaine. “There were mirrors, razors, 
empty tequila bottles, and half-eaten pizzas lying all over 
the apartment,” was how Phillips later described this 
period. After nearly overdosing two times, Phillips later 
became sober and joined her father in The New Mamas 
and the Papas... a fate that makes one ponder the pos- 
sible benefits of over-dosing. 

As rough as Mackenzie had it, the current situation 
of one-time Ivory Snow model Brooke Sheilds proves 
that even beauty and brains don't necessarily guarantee 
a long life in Hollywood. By the age of 11, Brooke was 
already being pushed into sex-kitten roles (including 
nude scenes) by her nutsy mother. Her most notable role 
in this vein was probably in the Louis Malle film Pretty 
Baby, in which Brooke portrayed a cheerful child hooker. 
At the time it seemed as though Brooke's unquestionable 
beauty would make her a star for decades to come, but 
as her teens wore on Brooke's untouchable, eerie acting 
style grew monotonous, and finally she ended up in 
crappy films like Blue Lagoon and Sahara. Over time 
Brooke's name became a 
joke in the industry, and 
her once promising career 
now seems to have 
bombed entirely with the 
recent long-delayed 
release of the mega-failure 
Brenda Starr. 

But Brooke's troubles 
are nothing compared to 
our next fallen teen-girl 
star, who has plummeted 
from the heights of Park 
Avenue to the pits of Skid 
Row. Probably the last per- 
son you'd expect to hold up 
a video store would be little 
Kimberly Drummond, the 
perky, wealthy teen who 
patiently helped — her 
adopted black brothers 
Arnold and Willis through 
week after week of dumb- 
ass adventures on the 705 
sit-com Diffrent Strokes... 
but that's exactly what 
Dana Plato, the young 
actress who portrayed 
Kimberly, did a few years 
ago. Plato fell on hard 
times after she became 
pregnant in 1984 and was 
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subsequently booted from the show; First, her estranged 
father attempted to sue her, then, after she'd successfully 
weathered that storm, she was swindled out of her sav- 
ings by her weasely accountants. Bankrupt overnight, 
Plato was forced to give up her son to his father. "With 
his father, he's got a family," Plato said of her decision, 
“It's better for him." 

To hide from her depression, Plato turned increas- 
ingly to the solace of drugs and alcohol. In 1992 she 
said of her boozer period, "It was Bloody Marys for 
breakfast, top them up for lunch, and then, not content, 
I'd guzzle down a six-pack. The cocktail hour began a 
binge lasting all day and all of the night.” Her career was 
in even sorrier shape than her liver and, in 1989, Plato 
attempted to re-enter the 

spotlight by appearing 
nearly naked in an issue of 
Playboy and starring 
(clothed) in a soft-core porn 
film now playing on a pay- 
per-view near you. 
Unfortunately, only porno 
producers showed any 
interest, and before long 
Dana was reduced to work- 
ing for $5.75 an hour at a 
drive-through cleaners as a 
cashier/tourist attraction. 
When a scuffle with another 
employee ended that job, 
Plato tried to make ends 
meet by picking up trash at 
her apartment building. 
When she was rejected for 
even that job, Dana became 
desperate. On February 
28th, 1991, she walked into 
a local video store and 
demanded all of their 
money. The store's clerk 
recognized her, and asked if 
she was kidding. "Does this 
look like I'm kidding?” Plato 
asked as she pulled out a 
pellet gun. Minutes later, 
she left the store with 


$164... However, Dana dropped her sunglasses on the 
way out and, for some reason, a few minutes later 
returned to retrieve them. The police arrested her on the 
spot. 

Wayne Newton posted the $13,000 for Plato's bail, 
claiming that he understood the trauma of being a child 
star. Under a plea-bargain Plato received five years on 
probation, but it wasn't long before she was back in the 
courts again, this time for forging a prescription for 400 
valium pills. Todd Bridges, Dana's equally troubled tor- 
mer Strokes co-star, came to her defense, and said tear- 
fully in court that, "I think (Dana) has finally come to the 
point in life that she realizes she’s sick." (I'd trust Todd's 
word on the subject.) Now sober, Plato was last seen 
dancing in a raunchy Las Vegas Revue and, of course, 
hamming it up on Geraldo, Sally, Oprah, etc, with her 
equally wacky former Strokes co-stars 

A similar downward trajectory is currently being 
followed by former Cosby Show regular Lisa Bonet. In 
the ‘80s, something about Lisa's vacant good looks and 
hypnosis-inducing monotone endeared her to Bill 
Cosby, and at that time what Cosby liked, America liked. 
However, in the last few years Bonet has completely. 
pissed away her fame with a series of bad professional 
and personal choices. 

The trouble began when Cosby hopelessly overes- 
timated Bonet's talents and cast her as the lead in a 
Cosby Show spin-off, It's a Different World. Bonet's 
erratic on and off-set behavior quickly proved to be 
impossible obstacles for the show to overcome, and it 
also became apparent that Bonet couldn't hold her own 
amongst her more talented co-stars... So, during, the 
show's second season, Bonet's character was written out 
and Jasmine Guy, who had previously appeared in the 
villainous role of Whitley Gilbert, was promoted to being 
the show's heroine. Without Bonet’s leaden acting to 
drag it down, World zoomed to the top of the ratings, 
where it eventually made stars out of Guy, Sinbad, 
Kadeem Hardison and Marisa Tomei 

Bonet was shortly back in the headlines, however, 
when her film Ange/ Heart garnered an X-rating for a tor- 
tid love scene between her and Mickey Rourke. The film 
was later cut to fit an R-rating, but by then the damage 
had been done, and Cosby had publicly soured on his 
one-time protégé. Still hopeful for Bonet's future, how- 
ever, Cosby re-introduced her to the cast of The Cosby 
Show, only to find that the endless media attention. 
devoted to Bonet's bitter divorce with retro-maniac 
rocker Lenny Kravitz had left Bonet completely unable to 
perform professionally. Bonet was quickly dumped from 
the show, with Cosby diplomatically commenting that it 
was in fact problems with her character's immaturity that: 
drove Bonet out. “It's not funny to have somebody 20 
behaving as though they're still 12,” was how Cosby put 
it. Bonet, apparently still trying to prove something to 
her one-time TV-daddy, recently appeared in a sleazy 
low-budget erotic thriller. It's a different world, indeed. 

Like Bonet, Soleil Moon Frye was also inexplica- 
bly popular for a time in the early '80s. Frye once had 
every intelligent American queasy with her catch-phrase, 
“Punky Power!” The formula for her hit show, Pun 
Brewster, was nauseatingly dense: Little Punky woul 
get in a mess, the problem would be fixed by Henry, her 
creepy father-figure on the show, she'd learn a lesson, 
and she'd spend the last few minutes of the show run- 
ning through the park with puppies and balloons. But 
after the show was canceled it wasn't long before little 
Punky wasn't so little anymore... at least, parts of 
weren't. In her early teens Frye watched her chest mus! 
room from an A-cup to a B to a C to a D to a DD to a..— 
Well, you get the idea. By the time Soleil grew up sl 
was truly a miracle to behold. Every straight man i 
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Hollywood was envious when the yucky but lucky Corey 
Feldman was seen escorting Frye around town, and Frye 
Seemed to take a special pride in displaying her spec- 
tacular physique in a variety of revealing outfits. Inside, 
however, Soleil was miser- 
able. Unable to cope with 
her metamorphosis from 
America's wholesome 
Sweetheart to hugely- 
chested lust-object, Frye 
grew to hate her body. It was 
a problem that all the 
Punky-Power in the world 
couldn't solve, but a sur- 
geon's scalpel could. 
Although it must've taken 
some searching, Frye even- 
tually found a plastic sur- 
geon callous enough to rob 
the world of the legendary 
twin golden orbs that 
adorned Frye's chest. 
Hollywood has been a little 
colder ever since. 

Frye now makes her living as a professional 
Spokesgirl for virginity: She turns up on any talk show 
that will have her, to display her new pleasing but 
unspectacular figure, and takes a moment on the side to 
berate America's young people to practice not just safe 
Sex... but abstinence! Prude Power! 

But there was a little horror even cuter than Soleil 
lurking on the scene in those days. In 1983, in what was 
quite possibly the most stomach-churning moment in 
celluloid history, E.T., the little brown walking phallic 
symbol from another world, reached out his glowing 
rubber fingers towards a chubby-faced young Drew 
Barrymore and pleaded (in his distinctive little froggy- 
croak) for her to "beee gooood” after he was gone. 
Unfortunately Drew did not follow his advice. By the age 
of 12, Barrymore was out every night drinking, doing 
drugs and satisfying her appetite for older men. She 
eventually grew up to be the kind of girl who, in her own 
words, is “without pride; someone who will do what it 
takes to get a film.” Even if the role in question, appar- 
ently, is the starring role in The Amy Fisher Story or sim- 
ply a bit-part in a movie like Wayne's World 2. 

Despite being a member of the famous Barrymore 
acting clan, Drew grew up in humble surroundings; after 
her parents divorced, Barrymore's mother had to strug- 
gle by for years as a waitress and small-time actress, 
One day, however, Drew came to the attention of Steven 
Spielberg, and he cast her in ET. when she was a mere 
Six years old. Overnight, Barrymore became a world- 
wide celebrity, with her movie line "Give me a break” 
becoming one of the hottest Catch-phrases of the 
decade. Although her follow-up films invariably 
bombed, Barrymore was too busy with her 
Social-life to notice her fame crumbling 
around her. By the age of eight, Drew was a 
junior scenemaker on both coasts, shaking 
her tiny booty in the world's trendiest night- 
clubs, and Barrymore's mother even held her 
daughter's 10th birthday party at New York's 
Limelight club. The precocious Drew was 
already smoking and drinking, and at a party 
in her agent's home she downed several vod- 
kas and passed out behind the bar. By the 
age of 12, the young star was a cocaine 
addict. 

At first Barrymore's mother was 
semarkably permissive during all this. She 
Aes said of her wild child, "When [Drew] 
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turned nine or ten, | felt | had to give her time and 
space,” but soon Barrymore and her mom were having 
Screaming fights, and on one occasion Drew yelled at 
her mother to “go get laid!” In a rage, Barrymore's 
mother threw a $100 bill in the 
young star's face and locked her 
out of their apartment. The cun- 
ning Drew then stole her mother's 
Credit card and embarked on two 
days of cross-country, coked-up, 
bad-girl shenanigans before two 
detectives caught her and dumped 
her into a rehab center in Van 
Nuys, CA. Barrymore emerged 
substance-free and has (appar- 
ently) remained sober since, 
although she's still not completely 
settled down, as witnessed by her 
Tecent quickie marriage and 
equally quickie divorce. . .. 

In recent years, Barrymore has 
made the first wobbly steps 
towards a comeback with a series 
of Lolita roles. Fans of the little urchin from ET. shit 
Reeses Pieces when Drew gave Roseanne star Sara 
Gilbert a deep, sloppy french kiss in the 1992 film 
Poison Ivy, and from there Barrymore was hired to por- 
tray an (often scantily-clad) 
aspiring actress on the 
thankfully short-lived 
Aaron Spelling production 
2000 Malibu Road. 
Barrymore's success has 
been greatly slowed, how- 
ever, by losing virtually 
every role she's ever tried 
out for to Winona Ryder, 
including starring parts in 
Heathers, Great Balls of 
Fire, Edward 
Scissorhands and 
Dracula. “You can't help 
hating your competi- 
tion...” Drew has whined. 
"| mean, people think Julia 
Roberts is so wonderful 
because she's tall and 
pretty and all she does is 
Shake her ass and smile... 
Hollywood is a town where bullshit walks and money 
talks... It's very irritating for me when | know certain 
actors are totally fucked-up on drugs and are working in 
Movies back to back... Why the fuck wasn't | excused 
for ‘exhaustion’ or ‘the flu'?” 

One actress who's never looked for excuses is Ally 
Sheedy. It’s possible that even now, despite all appear- 
ances, American has not 

seen the last of Sheedy. 
After all, this is a girl 
who had already had 
several successful 
careers in show busi- 
Ness before her break- 
through appearance in 
the film War Games. At 
age seven, Sheedy 
became a dancer with 
the American Ballet 
Theater, and when that 
gig ended, the resource- 
ful shrimp bounced back 
at age thirteen with a hit 





novel called She Was Nice to Mice. The book sold over 
125,000 copies and led to a blitz of talk show and mag- 
azine interviews before Sheedy was even old enough to 
wear a bra. Unfortunately, all this attention left little Ally 
a bit unstable when the media lost interest in her and, at 
age 16, she became pregnant. She aborted the baby, but 
the trauma led to her developing a major tranquilizer 
addiction. 

Straight out of high school, Sheedy moved to LA 
and worked waitress jobs as she gradually found small 
guest-starring roles on several shows, including a mem- 
orable jail-bait part on Hil/ Street Blues. Sheedy received 
good notices for an After Schoo! Special rather ironically 
entitled / Want to Keep My Baby, and soon she'd landed 
a co-starring role in the film Wargames, with Matthew 
Broderick. Within weeks of the film's release Sheedy's 
name was a household word, and for the next several 
years her career grew and grew: She played the squeak- 
ing depressive chick in black in The Breakfast Club, co- 
starring with several young actors with whom would 
later be grouped as “The Brat Pack.” From this lofty 
peak, Ally's life went into a true tailspin when she mar- 
ried shit-rocker Richie Samborra of Bon Jovi. Their brief, 
druggy union ended with Richie not taking Ally’s calls 
and pushing Ally to the breaking point, and like many 
other teen-girl stars before and after, Ally responded to 
her stress by using even more drugs and becoming a 

hard-core bulimic. 
Luckily for Ally, though, 
the Brat Pack came to 
her rescue and plunked 
her down in a rehab cen- 
ter in Minnesota. 

Although the now- 

Sober Ally is certainly 
happier than she once 
was, acting roles have 
been scarce for her 
recently... but she has 
followed in the path 
blazed by Carrie Fisher 
and managed to keep 
herself busy with literary 
pursuits. Unlike Fisher's 
best-selling novels, 
however, Sheedy's 
books of whiney poetry 
are chiefly of interest to 
only those in her immedi- 
ale family. 

But for all of Sheedy's traumas, one of the scariest 
aspects of her career is hardly even a matter of public 
record and, in fact, falls more into the category of 
Hollywood Legend. Recently, a story has circulated 
Movieland about a disconcerting habit of Sheedy's that 
first manifested itself a few years ago on a publicity tour 
for one of her movies. Sheedy, so the legend goes, was 
being interviewed by a reporter when she began to 
explain the tremendous debt she owes her sister. 
Through all of the bad times, the loneliness and the sor- 
row, Sheedy said, her sister had been there for her. The 
reporter left the interview feeling he'd really gained an 
insight into Sheedy, but when he returned to his hotel 
room he received a call from Sheedy’s publicist. “Did 
Ally tell you about her sister?” The worried publicist 
asked. When the reporter answered that she had, the 
publicist begged, “Please do not use any of the things 
Ally said about her sister." When the perplexed reported 
asked why, Sheedy's publicist responded, “Ally has no 
Sister." In subsequent appearances on talk shows and in 
various magazine interviews, Ally's agents and publi- 
cists could not dissuade her, so the legend goes, from 
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telling the story about her helpful, loving sister... The 
sister who never Was... 

Perhaps Ally's coping mechanisms Could serve as 
an inspiration to the always bilious Tracy Lords. "Men 
suck," Traci has said. "Men are the lowest form of crea- 
tures." Admittedly, this former porn star has reason to be 
bitter. Once upon a time Lords was a lonely little girl with 
the decidedly unsexy name of Norma Kuzma. In her early 
teens, Norma discovered that she could use her rapidly 
blossoming body to make many, many new male friends 
to fill the void left by the disappearance of her abusive 
steelworker daddy. Lords describes her teen years as 
“booze and boys,” and by age 15 she had been knocked 
up, had an abortion, and had drifted into an association 
with a drooling old weirdo who, posing as Lords’ step- 
father, had introduced her to the not exactly classy folks 
at the World Modeling Agency in Sherman Oaks, CA. 
The agency was a front for a porno outfit, and soon 
Lords was being featured in all her under-aged nekkid- 
ness in the pages of Penthouse magazine. Her spread 
was a hit, so little Norma got a peroxide-job and 
changed her name to Traci Lords ("Lords" being taken 
from Jack Lord of Hawaii 5-0, "the first man who made 
me realize | was sexual,” Traci has explained.) 

Lords received only 
$20 a day for her first porn 
film, The Joys of Erotica, 
but in no time her budding 
natural assets, combined 
with a willingness to carry 
on fucking even after the 
cameras had stopped, 
secured roles for Lords in a 
long series of porno 
movies, including such 
now-illegal fare 45 
Flashing, Passion Pit and 
Beverly Hills Copulator, 
roles for which she earned 
as much as $1,000 a day. 
Her porno career was cut 
short, however, when Lords was arrested for carrying a 
falsified passport as she returned to America at the con- 
clusion of filming her final erotic film, / Love You, Traci. 
Although Lords herself was not prosecuted, all but one 
of her films was yanked from circulation and many of her 
former employers were indicted for child pornography. 

Lords has since tried to make it as a mainstream 
actress, with unremarkable results. Not of This Earth, 
Lords’ debut in a “real” movie, quickly vanished from 
sight, and she has since appeared in a bewildering vari- 
ety of direct-to-video cheapies, quest-starring- bimbo 
parts and one-joke cameos, including self-parodying 
roles in the John Waters’ films Cry Baby and Serial 
Mom. Lords hasn't helped her career any with a series of 
disturbing comments to the press regarding her lack of 
success: "| don't believe in fucking fat, stupid, Jewish 
producers to get a role," this once-undiscriminating lit- 
tle prodigy has said. “There are plenty of starlets willing 
to pull their pants down for that. The only difference 
between me and them is | did mine on film." 

Almost as long as the list of teen-girl stars who hit 
the skids is the list of teen-girl stars who died horrible, 
sloppy deaths. In 1976, Mary Anissa Jones, the little 
pig-tailed cutey from Family Affair, was found at a 
friend's house O.D.'ed on barbiturates and alcohol. A few 
years later both of the young girls featured in the film 
Poltergeist died tragic deaths: Dominique Dunne, the 
pretty teenage daughter in the film, was strangled by a 
furious lover as one of her friends stood by helplessly, 
and Dunne's co-star Heather O'Rourke (you know, 
"They're heeeeere. ..") died six years later from intestinal 
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stenosis, a severe bowel 
obstruction. These 
tragedies have given 
rise to rumors that the 
Poltergeist set was built 
over an old Indian burial 
ground. 

In any case, no 
doubt the most famous 
recent celebrity Teen- 
Girl death was that of 
Rebecca Shaeffer... the 
sad truth is that her 
death is pretty much all 
the poor girl is famous 
for today. While she was 
co-starring with Pam 
Dawber on the CBS 
series My Sister Sam 
(Rebecca was the “My” 
of the show's title) 
Shaeffer became the 
obsession of a confused young man named Robert John 
Bardo. Bardo brought gifts and flowers to the set of the 
show, but was escorted from the stu- 
dio by security guards. Shaeffer did- 
n't give much thought to such a rela- 
tively commonplace celebrity occur- 
rence, indeed nobody at the studio 
did... but months later, after the 
series ended, Hollywood was 
stunned when Bardo gunned Rebecca 
down outside her Fairfax apartment. 
She was 21 

The list of teen-girl stars who 
fell from grace goes on... and on 
Reading the stories of these sad for- 
mer celebrities, a sense of numbing, 
crushing inevitability sets in — these 
girls all seem to have led essentially 
the same damn life... A pushy 
Hollywood mother, temper tantrums 
on the sel, an eating disorder, a 
series of horrible, abusive marriages, 
drug addiction, suicide attempts, a 
desperate attempt to revive their sag- 
ging careers by spreading their legs 
for Playboy, the Howard Stern Show, 
etc. While we would hope that the 
teen-girl stars of today could learn 
from the failures of their sisters of 
yesterday, many of today's hottest lit- 
tle superstars have already shown 
some dangerous similarities to their 
forebears. 

Tracy Gold, for instance, is a 
star who should spend the next few 
years selecting her roles carefully, avoiding scandal, 
and, above all, eating right! In the last few seasons of her 
hit show, Growing Pains, Tracy transformed from a cute, 
plump little girl into a scary skeleton-creature Soon she 
was absent from every other episode, and America was 
talking. Finally Tracy came out of hiding to announce the 
sorry truth to the world in the pages of People Magazine: 
She was a bulimic. Although Gold's condition has since 
improved, she still appears periodically on magazine 
covers suffering occasional relapses of this tragic and 
smelly disease... In fact, rumor has it that People 
Magazine has guaranteed Tracy two covers a year for the 
duration of her illness. 

Another star suffering "growing pains" of her own 
is Married with Children's peroxided star, Christina 








mary anissa 


Applegate. When she was 
hired to play Kelly Bundy, 
the shows semi-retarded 
nymphet, Applegate felt at 
home enough with the role 
that she posed for a few 
really cheesey cheesecake 
posters to promote it. In 
recent years, however, 
Applegate has publicly 
expressed dissatisfaction 
with the way Kelly Bundy 
has grown steadily 
"dumber and dumber" over 
the years. With each sea- 
son Applegate whines 
more to the press about her 
characters slow de-evolu- 
tion, and the chances grow 
ever slimmer for Applegate 
to mature into an adult 
career. If her first cinematic 
break from the show was any indication, the future does 
not bode well: In Streets, Applegate played a 15-year-old 
runaway teen prostitute... shades of Eve Plumb! 

But all other teen-girl stars of the moment pale in 
significance when we consider the reigning (and raving) 
queen of mean, Shannen Doherty. Doherty clawed her 
way up from supporting roles on sticky network fare like 
Little House on the Prairie and Our House to play the 
uppity Miss Brenda Walsh on Fox's Beverly Hills 90210. 
Although her character was popular with the show's 
fans, Doherty herself was a notorious on-set tantrum- 
thrower and off-set unashamed Republican swine-elte 
and, shortly into her run on the show, viewers com- 
plained that her nasty behavior was spilling over into her 
portrayal of Brenda. Recently Doherty apparently got into 
a bitchiness competition with co-star Tori Spelling that 
culminated in Tori shrieking a classic teen-girl star line, 
“| can do anything | want! My daddy owns this show!" 
Subsequent public fist-fights with fans and a disastrous 
quickie marriage with 

George Hamilton's son 
left Doherty's standing in 
the entertainment com- 
munity lower than Zsa 
Zsa Gabor, and the 
show's producers ari 
apparently dumpini 
Shannen's character fro 
90210. \n a transparent 
obvious attempt to kee| 
industry attention) 
focused on her, Shannel 
recently posed in th 
(surprisingly  unattrac: 
tive) nude for Playbo| 
magazine... apparently the tragedy of Dana Plato meat 
nothing to Shannen. 

Doherty is going to have an uphill battle in the ne 
few years maintaining her reputation, her fame, ani 
probably her looks, but she is not alone. Her co-star T 
Spelling faces the same challenge, as do Winona Rydi 
Julia Roberts, Juliette Lewis... and, well, every teen-gi 
star in Hollywood. The stars of today are fortunate 
have the stars of the past as examples of what not 
do... but even with all this history to learn from, te 
girl stars continue to repeat the tragedies of their ant 
tors. Indeed, of all the stars in the smoggy skies 
Hollywood, none glitter so brightly as the teenage gi 
stars. .. but none are so unstable, or so fated to fall. 


Do you have an obsessive fear of death? Me too. Most people won't admit that. -Patty D 
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PROZAC IS FOR SISSIES 





BY JESSY JONES 


My Definition of Depression: 

You can't get out of bed even though you 
were awakened in the tiny hours of the 
morning to what felt like a heart attack and 
you've been lying awake for hours going 
over and over in your little brain just how 
miserable and pathetic your life is. What 
the fuck is wrong with you? Why can't you 
feel anything anymore? Why do you even 
go on? Everything you do is pointless and 
useless and meaningless. Nothing feels 
good anymore. Laughter doesn't exist any- 
more. And your so-called friends are all out 
to get you. Nobody seems interesting any- 
more and even if they are sort of, you 
wouldn't be able to concentrate on them 
anyway. You spend most of your time 
sleeping. When you're awake all you can 
do is cry. Everything is broken: your heart, 
your head, your gut, your brain, and prob- 
ably your car. Nobody can understand. You 
can't even understand. And fuck! it would 
be so embarrassing to spill your guts to 


SHOCKED INTO SANITY 


anyone because you know they will either use it against you, tell the world, or get you committed. Anyway, you've 
bored everyone enough as it is. Who wants to listen to somebody whining and complaining and crying all the time? 
So you hide out, suffering alone. Life is not worth living. Every day for the next seventy years will be spent suffering 
alone inside your tortured fucked-up self. Why fucking prolong this existence? Nobody would probably even notice 
that you were dead anyway. There is nothing at all there. Everything's all black and empty inside You wish you could 
find your spirit again but you fear it's dead — too far gone for repair. You're so caught up in the Sticky black tar that 
coats your body, thoughts, the walls, the clouds that you can't see anything else. Every step is more and more unbear- 
able. Every day is stupider and less fulfilling. You want nothing and no one because somehow you've completely iso- 
lated yourself from every single human emotion on the planet. You're all dried up. Every day is worse than the last. 
Someone used to live inside you who could feel and risk and experience. But not anymore. This realization pushes 
you deeper into the black lonely hole. The walls are narrow and cold but it's all you know so it's familiar and safe. 
Your life is so fucking pointless. It's a chore to get to know anyone. And no one really knows you. If someone attempts 





120 BEN IS 


If misery loves company, misery has company enough. -Henry David Thoreau 


A DOCTOR’S DEFINITION OF DEPRESSION: “Depression is a psychotic 
or neurotic condition characterized by an overwhelming sense of 
sadness, feelings of dejection, despondency and guilt. 






































#WUSSIE’S 
ANSWER TO) 
HATING LIFE 


by Jen Dalto 


During the days when | have pondered suicide 
most viciously, the times when Satan has come to col- 
lect on the minor deals we've made, | have found that 
even more than | want to stop living, | want to stop car= 
ing. | beg for something with power to extract all the 
orange ambition fluid from my brain. 

| long for a pushing outward of my physical 
boundary. | long to dissolve into something. It only 
makes sense that these are the times | am most recep- 
tive to religions and cults, when driving through 
Hollywood or Los Feliz is dangerous. It takes great 
effort to steer away from the Scientology buildings thal 
seem to suck and pull against the side of my caf. 
Relationship problems? Come in now! 

If | take my own life, | fear both the pain and the 
biting nothingness which may await me at the other 
end but I've decided that | could, if worse came to 
worst, give in. | keep in mind a few more palatable 
alternatives. | have recently enjoyed a fantasy in which 
| pull into that parking lot off Fountain and breathe 
deeply. Oh, to make the final decision of my unimpor 
tant life-the writing of one last check, to relinquish 
pathetic delusions of my own importance or singular= 
ity. | want to be given manageable tasks, to go to bed 
satisfied at 10:00, to let go of desire and fruitless 
searches for meaning. In fairness, | should mention 
that this fantasy, though powerful, has extremely littl 
to do with what | actually know about Scientology. | 
fact, though | have had friends who were Scientologists 
and, years ago, | read Dianetics, | strive to avoid a 
actual facts which might impede my psychologica 









escape route. It means a lot to me. 

Troubled? Try Prayer! | was raised Catholic and, 
holding the minority opinion of those around me in 
that | respect that institution, | have only momentarily 
Considered dropping out the religious way and joining 
a convent (And | kind of cheat here because those two 
or three minutes occurred while | was visiting St. 
Francis's retreat in the hills above Assissi, one of the 
Most beautiful places I've ever seen). | could grow to 
believe in Scientology, but | couldn't become a nun 
without hearing the call. For one thing, | fear they'd 
guess, or worse, Know. 

I have surmised that if I gave in, | might no longer 
enjoy life, but that threat holds little meaning and can't 
diminish this dream. The sometime happiness | enjoy 
now is at the mercy of near-constant guilt. In my cur- 
Tent life, | strive to acheive the self-actualization that 
religion promises, through painting. But the outcome 
of this work is largely out of my control, and subject to 
Constant distressed scrutiny. If | lived and worked for L. 
Ron, | would spend all of my time and money on some- 
thing which | would never again question. In fact, since 
| would be given no more choices, | could cut loose all 
the agonizing analysis which is a mainstay of my wak- 
ing life. | imagine myself performing dreary but useful 
tasks most of the day: washing and ironing blue uni- 
forms, scrubbing walls. | imagine I'd have just forty- 
five minutes or so of free time before dinner each day 
during which | could take walks or quietly read in my 
small room. | almost don't understand why everyone 





doesn't do it. But of course, it's because, as 
Dostoyevsky points out in Notes From the 
Underground, even in a world where everyone pos- 
sessed reason and was capable of choosing that 
course which would bring him to the greatest good, 
people would still make lousy decisions just to prove 
they could, just to spite reason. And this, | surmise, is 
why | continue working a job equally dreary and less 
rewarding than the most pathetic chore they could 


come up with over at the big blue building, spending 
the remaining hours painting, worrying about not 
painting, getting fucked up so | won't worry about not 
painting, and rationalizing getting fucked up as a life 
experience, necessary for great painting. And, of 
course, thinking about disappearing. 

Be all that you can be is a really bad example of 
an enticing slogan as far as avoidance of ambition is 
concerned, but the armed forces too have their charms. 
The best thing about them is the physical labour. 
Bodily exhaustion is the best defense against most 
labours of the mind, and boot camp sometimes sounds 
like pure heaven. However, the armed forces are a poor 
solution for a pacifist. The other bad thing about the 
army is that it's only for four years, and anything with 
an end-point draws the mind toward that point rather 
than allowing it to relax, immerse and dissolve into the 
whole. 

So | figure if it's myself | really hate and not oth- 
ers, then the best option is obvious. My hypothetical 
loved ones will wonder about me for a while, but 
unless one really hates one's friends and family, pic- 
turing them at one’s own funeral (or finding the icky 
body!) is a big deterrent to suicide. | don't have prob- 
lems with anyone else; | just want to stop living among 
them. For me, Scientology is a dream which just might 
someday become more. | can still meet my friends for 
breakfast at New York George's, and they will be able 
to see how much | love my new life...and that | have 
disappeared solubly into the warm. 


PROZAC continued... 


to get to know you they only find a hollow, cold darkness. That's all there is. You're so 
completely alone. If you disappeared, no one would notice. 


Why would a doctor put you on an anti-depressant? A Few Qualifying symp- 
toms 

That is how I've felt all my life — as far back as | can remember. It was just something that 
was there and | dealt with it alone, the best | could, because | knew nobody would ever 
understand how | felt and why. A couple of years ago, my life fell apart in front of my eyes. 
| fell into a total state of darkness. For lack of any other solution, | decided to visit a psy- 
chologist in hopes that something — anything — would click and | could just get on with 
my futile existence. After the first counseling session | was diagnosed with chronic 
depression. That meant that it was not something temporary or situational. Not being 
completely satisfied with that diagnosis, | went to see a doctor to see if | had some kind 
of weird physical malfunction that had nothing to do with my brain. When those tests 
turned up negative, | went to see a psychiatrist and like most medical doctors, he sug- 
gested that anti-depressants were the way to deal with depression. From what | understand 
about anti-depressants, a doctor might prescribe them because they think that simple 
“talking” therapies (such as psychoanalysis and behavioral modification) will not help. 
Perhaps it's the quick fix mentality that makes drug therapies alluring: “I want to feel bet- 
ter NOW!” 

The help | was offered came in the form of a prescription for Prozac. | was ready to 
try anything. There are tons of anti-depressants on the market (with new drugs appearing 
daily) and most doctors can't wait to try them out. The type of drug prescribed is normally 
based on your symptoms, its side effects, what drug salesman (dealer) pressured your 
doctor that day, and the type of insurance you carry. It goes without saying that if your big 
fich insurance company can cover the costs of a certain very expensive drug, you will not 
be prescribed a generic version or another drug that does the same thing. 

The drugs themselves are enveloped in a shroud of controversy. On any given day 
there is bound to be a newsworthy anti-depressant suicide or murder. Would these peo- 
ple have killed themselves had they not been on an anti-depressant? Maybe the drugs 
kept them alive longer than if they weren't taking it. Did Prozac make the anti-violent 
person murderous? Maybe the murder was planned for years. Maybe it's just a really 
good excuse to fuck up. Or maybe there is some validity to the claim that the drugs trig- 
ger a "demon" inside that wasnt ever there. As you will see, most of these drugs do, 


When life is woe, and hope is dumb, The World says, ‘Go!’ The grave says ‘Come!’ -Arthur Guiterman 


indeed, alter personality. 


Should ! Take Anti-depressants? 

So there | was, on this “crazy-person drug” with innumerable questions. My doctor did- 
n't even know the answers to most of them and | grew tired of, “That's a very good ques- 
tion. Let me see if! can find out the answer before our next meeting.” On my first probe 
for information, | went to local libraries and only came across articles spewing the praises 
of the “transformation” that occurs while taking Prozac. And since that was exactly what | 
wanted to hear, | stopped there. It was “transforming” me. | couldn't even fathom the extent 
of how horrendous ! had felt just a few weeks before. But it didn't matter. | was happy for 
the first time in years. Who cared if | couldn't sleep at night? Who cared if | was a com- 
plete spaz and could never shut up? Eventually the many books, talk shows, and articles 
Offering to shed light on the dark subject of depression, permeated my wall of ignorance 
and denial. As much as | didn't want to hear the opposing arguments, | could not hide. 


PROZAC NIGHTMARE 

| dreamed that | was walking down the alley behind her house and | had this big glass jar 
of Prozac. It was late and very dark. The street lights lit up the alley a little bit with old flick- 
ering bulbs. | wasn't really scared but | knew that | shouldn't be back there so lale al night. 
1 was trying really hard to be sneaky and quiet so that she wouldn't know that | was still 
taking the little pills. Then the jar flew up, out of my fingers, and down in slow motion. 
The pills flew all over the asphalt rolling into the nearby grass and began swelling up from 
exposure to the nighttime dampness. The pills were camouflaged by the darkness. I went 
scurrying to collect them but they changed from light blue to dark blue and red. | had to 
find them all and swallow each one as | found it. | prayed she wouldn't come out and see 
me swallowing all those pills. A shaggy white dog cocked his head and laughed at me 
from behind a fence. 


Side Effects 

Most anti-depressant psychiatric drugs have a speed-like buzz. So for a person who with- 
Out drugs can't even get out of bed in the morning, let alone have energy throughout the 
day, you'd think this would be a good side effect. But you'll have to deal with all the other 
Side effects that go along with amphetamines: nervousness, jitters, insomnia, weight loss, 
annoying babbling, sexual dysfunction, hyperactivity, paranoia and over-optimism (just to 
name a few). Notice how those side effects are not very different from Prozac's (they are 


Continued on page 125 
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This time | went crazy. Really. Not “a little weirded out" or 
“kind of depressed" or "in one of those moods,” but 
crazy. | was hiding in closets and bathtubs and sitting up 
in my bed at 4 am with my face pressed against the wall 
| cried anytime | could make any sound come out of my 
mouth. | had trouble forming sentences — even in the pri- 
масу ог ту brain. Mostly, | just stared. 


DAY ONE 

My husband quickly decided that | required some med- 
ical help. He did all the right things. He followed all of the 
instructions the insurance representative gave him and, 
somehow, got me into a car and inside Cedars-Sinai's 
Emergency Room. The fact that | was sobbing uncontrol- 
fably got me magically whisked out of the waiting room 
and into a bed back in the busy E.R. area where I was sep- 
arated from the many other patients by one of those thin, 
hospital pull curtains. After quite a wait, a medical doctor 
stopped by to see me 

Doctor: What seems to be the problem? Me: (through 
deep sobs) |, just... |... My brain just won't... it's like it 
won't click. Do you know what | mean? I'm not... | dont 
know how to explain... Doctor: (eyeing me suspi- 
ciously) Have you taken any type of drug not prescribed 
for you? Me: | did speed four days ago, but I've been to 
sleep and | know the difference... it's just that | can't 
seem to... Doctor: Uh, huh. OK. 

He then left, never to be seen again. A while later a 
social worker-type person who dealt with the mentally ill 
came in and sat by my bed. She was very kind and 
calmed me down a bit. She almost immediately recom- 
mended that | be admitted (No duh!), but would need to 
have one of the Real Psych Honchos talk to me first. 
Real Psych Honcho: What seems to be the problem? 
Me: I'm just... it's like it seems like I'm depressed, but 
I'm not really... it's like it's inside my head and I can't... 
Real Psych Honcho: Have you taken any kind of drug 
— street drugs, prescription? Me: Yes, | did take speed a 
few days ago, but it's not that. | know the difference 
between... it's like my brain is just kind of going around 
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MENTAL HEALTH CARE AND ME: 


iUNA HISTORIA VERDADERA! 


and it won't... click, | know that's not the right word, but 


it's the way it feels to me... Real Psych Honcho: Do 
you feel that your television is sending secret messages 
just to you? Me: What?... No. Real Psych Honcho: 
Do you believe that you can read other people's 
thoughts? Me: No. Its nothing like that. | just can't 
stop... Real Psych Honcho: What year is this? Me: 
1993, Real Psych Honcho: Can you spell the word 
"world" backwards? Me: | don't... | mean... D-L-R-O- 
W. Real Psych Honcho: Have you ever considered 
suicide? Me: Of course. But, | don’t really think I'd ever 
do it. (BIG MISTAKE #1: If you tell them that you're sui- 
cidal they'll admit you right away.) Real Psych 
Honcho: Do you have a plan for killing yourself? Me: 
Well, I've thought of ways to do it, but I've never exactly 
chosen one. (BIG MISTAKE #2: This is their “tricky” way 
of figuring out if you're serious. Tell them anything — as 
long as it sounds like there's a chance for bodily harm, 
you're in.) Real Psych Honcho: Hmm. After this brief 
talk with you | would probably diagnose you as having 
acute manic depression, as well as probable panic disor- 
der. Me: The other lady said she thought | should be 
admitted... Real Psych Honcho: (after having 
checked into the exact value of my insurance) Well, we 
would like to suggest that you find one of the psychia- 
trists listed in your insurance book and have them admit 
you (i.e. the doctor, not the hospital, would be responsi- 
ble for my billing.) I'll have the nurse look through the 
book and set up an appointment. 

The original social worker returns telling me to go see 
a doctor in Century City. She informs me that an appoint- 
ment has been made for that afternoon. The admitting 
room nurse comes in with a release form [$600] that | 
have to sign and then I'm out the door. | have wondered 
many, many times what | would have done at that point 
(and many more to come) if my husband had not been 
there to guide, drive, and hold me. 


The next stop was a disgusting, tacky, rich, high-rise 
office where we came face to face with a woman | am 


quite sure is the actual wife of the anti-Christ. She was 
obnoxious, extremely pushy, and screamed much more 
than she talked in her annoying, high-pitched, oriental 
accent 

Doctor: So, | got a call for an emergency appointment 
for you. You seem to be OK right now. Me: (having tem- 
porarily been sobbed out, yet still, nearly comatose) I've 
calmed down, Doctor: What is the problem you are hav- 
ing? Me: I've lost control. | mean, | know I'm talking to 
you right now, but this morning | couldn't form syllables. 
| keep trying to explain to people about this thing in my 
brain... Doctor: You have a thing in your brain? Me: 
No. My brain seems like it's spinning and spinning and | 
cant get it to click into place. Doctor: Do you get 
depressed? Me: | get depressed and I'll stay in bed for a 
week, but inside | know it's not so much depression as 
something else. Doctor: Do you think that the television 
sends you messages? Me: No! It's not something like 
that... it's just me... Doctor: Do you drink alcohol? 
Me: Yes. Doctor: How much? Me: | would say that 
most people would consider it to be a lot, but in the 
social circles | hang around in, I'd say it's pretty much 
normal. Doctor: (screaming) What do you think you are 
saying? You are telling me that you drink a lot, but then 
you say you don't. You're in denial! (At this point | know 
that | should walk out, but for some unknown reason, | 
stay.) | cannot help you if you deny the problems! Me: 
Even if | do drink too much, that's not what I’m trying to 
tell you is wrong with me... Doctor: Repeat these num- < 
bers: 2,6,24,9,4,1. Me: 2,6,24,9,4,1. Doctor: Repeat 
them backwards. Me: 1,4,9,24,6,2. (Even | was 
impressed!) Doctor: Do you take drugs? Me: (Knowing 
| was headed for the fall, but sticking to my promise to tell 
everything.) Yes. Doctor: Oh, so you take drugs, too! 
Drinking, drug taking... and you wonder why you might 
have some problems? What drugs do you take? Me: | 
don't do many drugs at all. It's mainly speed. | really don't 
consider it to be a problem, Doctor: What?! What is this 
speed? (My husband is forced to explain to this medical 
doctor about crystal meth as her eyes nearly bulge out of 


I tell you, my life has been so miserable that I would rather be in an asylum. Does that mean a thing to you? ~Zelda, to Scott Fitzgerald 








her head in complete horror.) You are crazy to say that 
this is not a problem! Me: (imagining her dead) Look, to 
be quite honest, | used to have a rea/ speed addiction. | 
know what it's like, But, that was a few years ago, and no, 
| don't think that it's out of control. And this has nothing 
to do with why I'm here... Doctor: You are in denial! | 
think you need treatment right away. | live in Santa 
Monica, so | will admit you at that hospital. And I'm going 
to run drug tests on you... not that | think you're lying, | 
just have to know what I'm working with. I'll call and 
reserve a bed now. Me: Hold it a minute! | think my hus- 
band and | would like a few moments alone to discuss all 
of this. | mean, what type of a ward would it be? Doctor: 
(dialing the phone) Minimal security. You just wouldn't 
be able to leave without a pass from me. Hello? Roberta? 
Yes, | have a /ovely couple I'm sending down right now. 
Yada yada... Me: OK, yeah,... we'll be over there in 
about an hour. (And by the way, ROT IN HELL!) 

We leave and | go into the most violent, hysterical fit 
of my entire life. | am somehow dragged to the car, but 
the entire drive home (about 40 minutes) I'm screaming, 
crying and trying to kick at the windows. Oh well, people 
that live in places like Century City need a little culture 
every now and again. P.S. The bill for our 30 minute visit 
was $250, 


DAY TWO 

My husband calls back our trusty insurance pals. They 
tell him to go down the list in our booklet to find a doc- 
tor. About twenty calls later, not one of the psychiatrists 
would see me: “Not taking new patients,” "Doesn't deal 
with that type of patient,” and the most popular of all, 
"The doctor is on vacation." Meanwhile, I've woken up in 
the same state as the day before, only | seem to be get- 
ting worse. For some reason | want to fit into small 
spaces. | either lay absolutely, completely still or become 
Insanely frantic and find it difficult to remain in one posi- 
tion. Another call to Ms. Insurance and she is finally 
Starting to realize the severity of the problem. She tells us 
that if none of the doctors in the book will take me, the 
only way to get the insurance coverage is to be placed in 
a hospital. She instructs us to go back to Cedars-Sinai 
and state to them that | want to be admitted. She says that 
because it is the second day in a row, admittance should 
be no problem. So, back to the E.R. — sobbing more hys- 
lerically than ever. E.R. Nurse: What is your problem? 
Are you having an anxiety attack? Me: | was just here. . 

| need to see the doctor... | talked to him. E.R. Nurse: 
What was his name? Me: (screaming/crying) | don't 
know! | had a chart. | need to be admitted. E.R. Nurse: 
What makes you feel that you need to be admitted? Me: 
| keep telling everybody... | can't even make my thoughts 
come together. My brain... can | please see the man | 
talked to yesterday? E.R. Nurse: I'll get your file and l'Il 
page him. Let's move you to a more private room and 
then | need to ask you some routine questions. Me: I've 
already talked to three people here... E.R. Nurse: But, 
Im admitting you to ER. today. Do you have any 
thoughts of suicide? Me: (even though I'm really starting 
to) No. E.R. Nurse: | know this is hard. Do you feel that 
you ever hear things coming from the TV that nobody else 
does? Me: No. | don't hear any weird things. E.R. 
Nurse: Do you have a suicide plan? Me: No. 

Psych Honcho from previous day suddenly enters the 
room. Psych Honcho: Well! | certainly didn't expect to 
see you back here so soon. This is becoming a habit! 
What's going on with you today? You weren't crying yes- 
terday. (Was he on another planet?) Me: I'm getting 
worse. | need help. The doctors in the book are not work- 
ing out, so we called our insurance company and they 
told us that | was supposed to come in here again and tell 
you that | want to be admitted. Psych Honcho: Have 


you taken any more drugs? Me: No! Psych Honcho: 
Have you had any alcohol to drink? Me: No!! Psych 
Honcho: Are you saying to me right now that you want 
to be admitted? Me: Yes!! Psych Honcho: Uh, | need 
to talk to my supervisor. I'll be back. 

He leaves, never to return. Apparently Psych 
Honcho's "Head" Honcho looked over the insurance fig- 
ures and said, "No, go.” Isn't it heart-warming to know 
that all these folks really do care and aren't just in it for 
the money? | sign another sheet [$450] and my poor hus- 
band, who is now as much in need of psychiatric care as 
| am, hauls me back home. 

When we arrive, lo and behold, there is a returned 
message from one of the doctors in our book. As soon as 
my husband describes everything that has been going on 
he instructs us to immediately meet him at his office. 
From. there we would all go to Cedars-Sinai where ће 
would actually admit me. We flew back to Century City 
and met the good doctor. As | sat in his office all | could 
think about was that his voice sounded exactly like the 
science teacher in The Wonder Years. You know, the guy 
that just drones on and on in complete monotone. But, by 
this point | guess | was pretty monotone myself. 
Doctor: You seem much calmer than your husband 
described you. Me: I've just had to tell this stuff so many 
limes... I'm just really tired... Doctor: Do you find 
yourself depressed a lot? Me: | have a lot of depression, 
where | can't get out of bed, but at the same time I'm 
going completely nuts. I'm very up when I'm up and very 
down when I'm down. If it would help matters, I've been 
diagnosed by two doctors in the past 24 hours as having 
acule manic depression along with panic disorder. 
Doctor: Well, I'm not sure | can just agree with that. 
When do you feel panicked? Me: This is the thing that | 
can't quite... my brain spins and where most people can 
get their brain to stop at certain points, | sometimes can't 
seem to be able to get it to click. This has been the prob- 
lem over the past two days more than anything else. 
Doctor: Do you drink alcohol? Me: Yes, and I'm sure 
it's too much. I've also taken speed as recently as five 
days ago, but on the whole it's not a problem. And, no, | 
don't feel that either of the two have anything at all to do 
with the problems I'm having right now. Doctor: 
Speed... hmmm. Do you find that when you take the 
speed that it slows you down? Me: Uh... no. Doctor: 
Well, talking to you right now | really don't think you need 
to be in a hospital... Husband: But, you don't under- 
stand, This is how she is this second. This is not how 
she's going to be in an hour or even a minute from now. 
| can't handle her when she goes into the fits... | don't 
know what to do. Doctor: Reassure her that you love her 
and that you're there to protect her. Make her feel safe. 
Husband: But, I've already missed over a half a week's 
work because of this. How can | reassure her when I'm 
not there? | really think she needs to be somewhere under 
some sort of supervision. Doctor: (oh so surprisingly) 
Well, the thing is that we checked your insurance and 
there's only $50,000 available for hospital stays. That can 
be used up very quickly... | really think this can be han- 
dled through sessions here with me, I'll make an appoint- 
ment for next week and I'll teach you some breathing 
techniques. (??) P.S. The bill for the 20 minutes we were 
there was $190. Later that week he called us to cancel the 
"breathing" appointment and charged us $50 for the call! 


We have now given up on insurance coverage, which 
means that there are about a trillion new doctors to be 
called. Luckily, our friend has been seeing a psychologist 
that he really likes, so we give her a ring. The only prob- 
lem is that after hearing my symptoms she feels that | 
need more intense treatment (like hospitalization — what 


a concept!) and also feels that | probably need to be put 
on some type of medication which she, as a psychologist, 
is not allowed to prescribe. She suggests a psychiatrist 
She knows from a clinic and with her recommendation — 
you're not gonna believe this — he takes me on! 

Dr. K's office is not new or fancy at all. It is homey 
and comfortable and when | walk in | feel | have just 
entered someone's grandfather's den (Dr. K. is an older, 
gray-haired gentleman). Bookcases, ceramic bird stat- 
ues, old leather couches — the works. Within two minutes 
of speaking with him | feel totally safe and sure that | am 
finally going to be helped. He uses terms like, "Oh, horse 
manure!" in response to me telling him that nobody else 
could possibly have ever felt this weird. "What you have 
is one of the most common disorders around. Did you 
know Teddy Roosevelt suffered from it? He'd write letters 
— hundreds and hundreds of 'em! I'm going to give you 
the name of a book that you should read. The last part's 
just filled with famous people who were manic depres- 
sive! Some real juicy stuff!" He then puts me on an anti- 
depressant called Paxil, and also prescribes a drug to 
help me calm down called Klonopin. | get my prescrip- 
tions and begin to take my pills every single day. 


| guess | should have read that old book he'd recom- 
mended because then | might have known that one of the 
most common things for people to do when they are in a 
full manic mode is to run away. And that's exactly what | 
did. Now, | have since been told stories of patients he's 
treated who would do things like tell their wives they were 
going for a loaf of bread and then get on a plane for (and 
these are actual cases) London, Teheran, Las Vegas, 
Alaska... Me? | go to Burbank. The only thing | can fig- 
ure is | used to work there and the first motel | chose is 
right across the street from my old building. Besides, 
when you're in that state, you don't care where you are, all 
you care about is that you are locked behind a safe, 
bolted door. The story gets really weird from here on — I 
change motels three times in about 60 hours. | make up 
wild stories about having “just come in from a movie 
Shoot in the desert," and, oh yeah, I'm also hiding from 
my boyfriend who beats me, and on and on. The police 
actually track me to one place, but by the time they show 
up I'm already gone. The sad part is that | don't remem- 
ber much of this time period at all. When my husband 
went to my old building looking for me the parking 
garage attendant said that he had seen “the blue-haired 
girl that used to work there, but she was dirty, had no 
Shoes (good god!) and looked very sick." As | had worked 
in that area for two years | can only wonder how many 
other past acquaintances saw the sad, barefoot smurf. 


| eventually return home and Dr. K. (“Oh, | hear you made 
the six o'clock news! You're a celebrity!") has the great 
brilliance to put me on Lithium. Hallelujah! | get nearly 
instantaneous results and feel semi-normal for the first 
time in a very long while. Not to mention the fact that, 
after years of torture, I'd finally found the “thing that 
wouldn't CLICK’.” Yup, | felt good. And | kept on feeling 
good. So good, in fact, that after doing great for about five 
months | — ever the brilliant one — started messing 
around with my dosage. And guess what happened? | 
recently cleared out our bank account, got in the car, and 
Started driving. Luckily, | snapped out of it before | put 
anyone else through more pain. It's absolutely petrifying 
knowing that | probably will make that run somewhere in 
the future. Kind of like having no control over your own 
life forever... 

But, for now, I'm just taking my little, pink pills each 
day, attempting not to break any windows, and trying my 
best to be a happy Wendy. The End! 


Women who have attempted or committed suicide during the premenstrual period are much more likely to have been living with a man, than to have lived alone. 









































Interview with 
PETER BREGGIN, M.D. 


by Jessica Jones 


His new book Talking Back to Prozac will be 
the first book by a physician that talks about 
the issue of “medicalizing” the human condi- | 
tion of suffering and will offer better alterna- | 
tives than taking drugs for emotional pain. This 
is a slap in the face in title and content to the | 
passive Listening To Prozac which was a best | 
seller last year and talks about how cool it is to 
be “transformed” by Prozac. 


So you said that you have a son named Ben, did 
you think | was calling with some bad news? | 
Maybe that's why you answered the рћопе.... 
No, | didn't, but it's giving me very eerie feelings, the title 
of the magazine 

You are a very busy man with your practice, 
writing books, putting out audio tapes, doing 
talk shows...What drives you? 

Demonic forces. But you don't want to interview me 
about my demonic forces. 

Well, actually that might be kind of interesting 
but right now | wanted to talk to you about 
alternatives to anti-depressants. 

That's what my new book called, Talking Back to Prozac. 
is oriented around. | think that Americans tend to be dri- 
ven by a desire to push aside their feelings and to march 
forward — at least a certain segment of Americans. If you 
go back to the '60s, more people were taking ampheta- 
mines with a prescription than are taking Prozac now. We 
talk about how this is the first time ever we've had a drug 
that's so popular but that’s not true. Amphetamines were 
this popular. 

How popular is Prozac? 

The latest figures are that 6 million or more people have 
already taken the drug in the U.S. and 10 million world- 
wide. Those are the figures people talk about. I've heard | 
up to a million prescriptions written a month. 

Do you think it’s mostly prescribed to women? 
Yes, | think it's mostly women but not entirely women | 
because men like speed too. It's an anti-feeling drug in 
addition to producing all of those agitation kind of qual- | 
ities. It produces almost a lack of empathy, a dullness, a 
narrowing of the band of emotions. You get jazzed up 
without having a lot of feeling. 

Does Prozac just cover up the sadness and 
leave you at a plateau? | 
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| medical. | mean the whole fundamental problem is that 


What it really does is leave you with a super coffee jag in | 
the extreme. | think it goes along a continuum. There are | 
people who barely feel anything and they're getting a very | 
powerful placebo effect, to people who are feeling flat- | 
tened so they are not as desperate as they were-before, to 
people who are highly activated and driven by the drug. 
That’s what happened to me. Highly activated is 
a kind way of putting it. 

See, that's what sometimes leads to suicide and murder. | 
I'm an expert witness right now in a very big murder case 
against somebody who was taking Prozac. | just had a 


| patient come in today who. ..| mean how often do women 


in their fifties stab themselves in the neck? So these 
things are being reported a lot — and not usually in the 
medical literature — but | keep hearing about them. | 
Where did your profession take a wrong turn? 

About two hundred years ago when it decided to treat 
psychological and spiritual disorders as if they were 


human despair, including the fear of death — this is an 
issue about death, right? One of the great facts of human 
life is that we can envision our own death and probably | 
no other creature on earth is quite capable of that. | doubt 
if chimpanzees sit around and ponder their own mortal 
ity the way we can. And so we're faced with the existen- 
tial questions of What is the meaning of lif? What makes | 
life worthwhile? How do we go about living life when | 
we're aware that life is finite? | think that our society 
doesn't offer values to fill that existential emptiness. It 
doesn't provide sound values like love and community 
and caring and mutuality and sharing. That whole arena 
is just kind of left out of a great deal of life in America. | 
Particularly among successful intellectuals who are often 
very individualistic and driven. They tend to turn to sci- 
ence, Prozac is the sacrament of the religion of science. | 
Instead of taking a religious sacrament you take a scien- 
tific sacrament — you take Prozac, And you feel like that 
will be the answer in this age of materialism and tech- | 
nology. But it is indeed a very shallow one. One of the 
things | look at in Talking Back To Prozac is the fact that 
the FDA originally considered this a useless drug. The 
FDA had to stand on its head to approve it. About the 
only thing you could say about it from the FDA was that | 
it was a stimulant. And that was concluded in house by | 
the FDA — but they expunged it from anything they said 
publicly 

So what kind of alternatives are there for a | 
chronically depressed person besides drugs 
like Prozac? 

All of life! | mean it's not just “Prozac vs. psychotherapy." 
I'm a psychiatrist but | do psychotherapy. 

Which is very rare... 

Right. It's Prozac versus religion versus spiritual devel- 
opment versus facing life versus realizing that pain and 
suffering is one of the routes to a deeper and richer life. 
There afe no short cuts. There is a need to give up this 
quick-fix mentality which dominates our society. 

So what’s going to happen to all the people who 
have heen taking Prozac ten, twenty, or thirty 
years down the line? 

Well, that's the problem. We don't know. Even though it 
takes ten years to approve a drug, the average controlled 
study in the FDA is four to six weeks. 

Should we expect the same long-term results as | 
people who are addicted to speed? 

Yes. As a matter of fact we are starting to get some evi- 
dence that it is a drug of abuse. People do abuse Prozac. | 
I can see why. I wanted to at times because it 
was such a quick fix. | thought it made every- , 





thing better. | was up all the time! 

As if you were taking cocaine? Have you ever taken speed 
before? 

Yeah. 

Was it similar? 

Yeah, but Prozac is really clean. There was no 
scary paranoia or bad crashes. | couldn’t sleep 


| and | couldn't shut up. | didn’t have insurance 


any longer to afford it when | quit my job so I 
quit taking it. 

It can also make you impulsive about making life 
changes. 

I can hardly remember myself when | was on it. 
Thats another thing. The temporal lobes have a lot of 
serotonergic nerves and people talk about how they don't 
remember 

I'm wondering if the media, pharmaceutical 
companies, and society in general are respon- 
sible for the abundance of people being pre- 
scribed Prozac? We think there’s something 
wrong with us if we aren’t like the happy 
images we see around us. Is there a bigger 
problem with depression now than before? 

Life has been hard forever. As far back as we can go life 
has been hard. | think what has changed is the “medical- 
ization” of human suffering. And that's the real danger of 
all this. Instead of dealing with it as human suffering we 
“medicalize” it. The reason behind it all is industry and 
salesmanship and marketing. Just like we buy cars 
because we're told to or we buy clothes because we're 
told to or kids buy records because they're told to, peo- 
ple also buy pills because they're told to. 

What are some documented cases of extreme 
side effects of Prozac? 

Besides the things | mentioned before, there are the 
extremes like hypomania like you had. And in associa- 
tion with agitation and a loss of feeling, people will often 
get paranoid and murderous or depressed and suicidal. 

And that agitation and loss of feeling can con- 
tinue even after you stop taking it? 

Somebody is studying that. That's another thing. The 
synapses are definitely transformed by taking the drug 
and that's been shown in animal research but these bas- 
tards never do a study to see if it's persistent after you 
stop the drug. They don't want the answers. The drug was 
approved without any studies about the permanency of 
effects on the brain. 

Because the people who are doing the studies 
are the same people who are selling it. 

Exactly. All the FDA studies are financed, controlled, 
monitored by the drug company with doctors they buy. 


| You don’t prescribe drugs any longer? 


| never did but | have a number of patients on drugs now 
because they come to me on them and we work to get 
them off drugs. 

What do you think about the people and even 
doctors who say things like, “Prozac is a mii 
cle drug! Let's put it in the water supply!”? 

It sa miracle because it’s a drug that was proven wo! 
less by the FDA and it then became the most popul 


* drug in the country. That certainly isa miracle! The oth 


thing is the transformation of personality business ti 
he [author of Listening to Prozac, Peter Kramer] tal 
about is just B.S. It's the old amphetamine effect. Fre 
was hooked on cocaine. He said it transformed perso 
ality all to the better with no side effects. Then he endi 
up addicted and he had to forsake the whole idea. Peo 
have felt transformed by alcohol, sedatives, and stimi 
lants since time began. It's just B.S. 


Consistency is contrary to nature, contrary to life. The only completely consistent people are the dead. -Aldous Hu; 
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virtually interchangeable): Insomnia, drowsiness, dry 
mouth, increased sweating, constipation, difficulty urinat- 
ing, blurry vision, increased sensitivity to sunlight, diffi- 
culty reaching orgasm, dizziness after standing up quickly, 
lowered blood pressure, weight gain or loss, swelling, 
confusion, agitation, memory impairment, nausea, 
headaches, sensitivity to certain foods and other drugs, 
rashes, nervousness, and nightmares. 

As you read this, millions of people are on Prozac. 
These people are driving cars on the freeway, operating 
machinery, in charge of audits at the IRS. 

To counter effect the speediness of the Prozac, my 
doctor also prescribed the potent sleeping pill, 
Flurazempam. Of course, | later discovered that it's not a 
great idea to take Flurazempam if you have a history of 
addiction to drugs or alcohol. But then again what drugs 
are safe for an addict to take? Nobody took the time to ask 
me about any chemical problems | might have had — not a 
single question about possible bad reactions or incompat- 
ibilities. How could anyone possibly imagine that when | 
was so out-of-my-mind depressed, alcohol and drugs 
were my only reliable friends? The side effects of 
Flurazempam can be pretty nasty, too, including dizziness 
and confusion. Isn't this what every confused and fucked- 
up person should have to deal with? And the withdrawal 
symptoms (anxiety, restlessness, or severe insomnia) are 
quite extreme. It made me so groggy that the next day | 
needed excessive amounts of espresso to bring me out of 
it, as well as my faithful little Prozac pill to pep me up! | 
wonder why my psychiatrist thought this would be a good 
thing for me? After a few heavy duty-knock outs, | switched 
to Valerian root to help me sleep, which had no noticeable 
side effects whatsoever. Nonetheless, I'm saving the 
Flurazempam for possible future use. 








Alternatives to Depression Medication: 
Instead of being holistic, the approaches towards the 
causes and cures of depression often seem strangely spe- 
cific and narrow. Radical biologists think that any mental 
dysfunction is caused by chemical abnormalities in the 
brain, Dogmatic psychologists insist mental dysfunction 
is not a medical problem, but the product of bad life expe- 
rience, socialization or incorrect thinking. They would Say 
that “talking” therapies can get to the true problem alone 
Don't you think it would help to check out and face some 
of your problems, fears, and feelings? Because of the com- 
plicated mental / emotional / physical nature of depres- 
sion, it's impossible to embrace only one approach for 
everyone. In fact, there have been many conflicting studies 
on hereditary vs. social causes of depression, and both 
seem to provide concrele evidence of the respective 
beliefs. Everywhere you look there are depression cures 
and miracle treatments. Some kind of "medicine" might be 
helpful, but not necessarily the conventional pharmaceuli- 
cal treatment. Following are some alternative therapies that 
may or may not be as heavy as psychiatric drugs and may 
or may not be effective but are worth checking out 
Acupuncture: When strategically-placed needles are 
poked into your acupoints they help correct the flow of 
energy, relieve pain and restore health. Studies done on 
people with mental disorders claim this therapy produces 
belter social interaction, less agitation and calmer behav- 
ior, reduced aggression, and improved clarity of thought. 
Patients generally report being able to sleep better too 
Can also be used for treatment of addiction and many 
other things. Just be sure that your acupuncturist uses 
disposable needles. (Acupressure is another option if 
needles aren't your idea of a good time.) 

Dietary Changes: Poor diet may be behind some cases 
of depression because foods greatly influence the brain's 
behavior. The cause of your depression could be rooted 
in the fact that you have poor eating habits. You can even 
get depressed just because you don't drink enough water. 
If you use too much aspartame, the stuff in arti- 

ficial sweeteners, it's made-up of amino 
acids and when they are metabolized, 
they can cause an imbalance in 
brain chemistry. Maybe try to elim- 
inate stuff like that and see what 
happens. Eating carbohydrates 
tends to have a calming effect 
while proteins help increase alert- 
ness. Foods high in fat can cause 
sluggishness, fatigue and slow 
thinking. Certain nutrients and 
amino acids, vitamin B, and vit- 
amin C can be good for those 
who deal with a lot of stress. 
And, of course, if you are 
under a lot of stress, your diges- 
tion could be fucked up and you might 
Not be getting the full benefit of the nutrients 
in your food. 

Electroshock: Believe it or not, even today electroshock 
is a very real option for people who suffer from severe 
mental disorders. The basic idea is to get rid of “bad” 
brain cells by burning them with electricity. This was tried 
out on Jack Nicholson in One Flew Over the Cookoo's 
Nest. Now look at him. 

Enzyme Therapy: A form of dietary therapy that can 
greatly improve your body chemistry. You'll be adminis- 
tered digestive remedies to improve the absorption 
capabilities of essential nutrients. The basic gist is that 
by improving your digestion, you can increase your 


Bored people, unless they sleep a lot, are cruel. -Renata Adler 




















You ac M dtm o 
as awful as that may be at least you're 
not Morrisey. | 

No more mood swings. 

You find out who your real friends are 
(but you might find out that you don’t 
have any real friends.) | 

You don’t need to waste any time mak- 
по your bed ‘cause you never get out of 


it. 

You can lose a lot of weight. 

You can save a lot of money on your 
electricity bill od around in the dark 
all the time. 

You can make big bucks as a guinea pig 


remaíning 
1. A great excuse for not accomplishing 
anything. 





vitality and therefore feel better physically, emotionally. 
and mentally 
Guided Imagery: Use the power of the mind to evoke a 
positive physical response. This kind of treatment can 
reduce stress, slow heart rate, stimulate the immune sys- 
tem, and reduce pain. Reminds me of a fairy tale where i 
you wish hard enough for something, you will get it. | 
really don't see how this could hurt. 
Homeopathy: This is a popular, low cost, non-toxic 
method of healing. It's a system of natural medicines that 
are generally derived from plant, animal, and mineral sub- 
stances. The medicine (stuff like sulfur, insect parts 
gonorrhea puss, etc.) is given in small doses to 
stimulate the body's natural healing response. Of 
course, the homeopathic doctors claim that the 
medicine doesn't actually contain even a trace of 
wa these elements, only the "energy" of them 
(Huh!?) Nonetheless, homeopathy claims effec- 
tiveness in treating diseases where conventional 
medicine has little to offer. (See BID Stat 
Herbalist's tip #2.) 
Hydrotherapy: You can spend an absurd 
p amountof money to go to a place that is essentially 
a kiddy pool in a closet where they play new age 
music into your unprotected ears. The purpose is to feel 
like you're getting back to the womb. Ever see Altered 
States? Not exactly the way I'd choose to face my demons 
Hypnotherapy: A hypnotist counsels you about your 
problems then puts you into a trance and says positive 
and helpful things to you while your consciousness is 
altered so it can receive these messages better than in the 
waking state. Some places will record the session for you 
so you can take it home and listen to it over and over 
which makes it sink in even better. A very reliable source 
confirms that this can work. 
Kitty Love: This is self-explanatory. Get a cal or ws 
somebody with one (the more the better!) and allow 
yourself to be smothered in feline fur and kitty kisses 
The soothing purrs, warm bellies, and kneading acios 
is a guaranteed natural cure to the blues. Dr. Jones #7 
= 
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recommendation! 

Light Therapy: Many claims point to the fact that light 
and color have a tremendous effect on hormone produc- 
tion and lots of other body functions. If your body isn't 
producing the proper hormones in the proper amount, 
you're fucked. It effects everything, from your moods to 
premature aging. Going into natural sunlight provides 
you with Vitamin D and stimulates your hypothalamus to 
secrete natural anti-depressants. So go outside and stare 
at the sun for a coupla minutes every day why don't ya? 
Magnetic Field Therapy: Some people think mental 
disturbances are due to electromagnetic imbalances in 
the body. The way to rid a person of these "electrical dis- 
charges” is by strapping on magnet-like contraptions 
around the infected area. Next time you see some freaky- 
looking person with small metal objects flying towards 
him you'll know what's up. 

Neural Therapy: This concept of ster-felder, or fields 
interference, was developed in Germany in the early 
1900s by two brothers, Ferdinand and Walter Huneke 
Many years later, Ferdinand found that injecting anes- 
thetics specifically at the site of the interference field 
caused chronic pain to vanish. The theory states that it is 
actually the connective tissues between cells that control 
health, and that disease results from disturbances in this 
tissue. Research claims that forty percent of all illness 
and chronic pain are due to interference fields in the 
body. Neural therapy is the most commonly used treat- 
ment in Germany and South Africa. | read that scars may 
also be responsible for problems in nearby areas, That 
makes sense to me — | have a big scar right near my 
brain. This could explain some things. ... 

New Age Freakouts: These scary scams can range 
from past life regression to allowing yourself to be taken 
away by a UFO. What's up with that? | also fail to see how 
putting every substance known to man up your butt 
(under the guise of an enema) can cure anything. 
Proceed with caution. Sure, you gotta be open to new 
ideas, butt... 

Shock Treatment: This sounds similar to elec- 
troshock but is actually quite different. Insulin or other 
drugs are administered by a trusted professional to send 
you on a little vacation to semi-coma land. Your body 
goes into contortions but don't worry! Your mind will be 
fine! 

Surgical Intervention: Psychosurgery is yet another 
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extremely radical method to control mental disorders. 
Brain cells once destroyed do not regenerate. The inten- 
tion of a lobotomy is to remove or permanently destroy 
certain parts of the brain. You know how mom used to 
slice the mold off the cheese when it got a little old? A 
lobotomy goes one further on the concept. In terms that 
we can all relate to, it's like drinking way too much cheap 
beer without any of those pesky side-effects. Use only as 
a last resort. 

Traditional Chinese Medicine: A comprehensive 
professional discipline that is based on a complete Sys- 
tem of thought. It's a 3,000 year old method that com- 
bines medicinal herbs, acupuncture, food therapy, mas- 
sage, and exercise. 

Yoga/Meditation/Exercise: Take some time out each 
day to stretch and relax. It's important to set some time 
aside to clear your head and organize your thoughts in a 
quiet setting. Even a walk or a bike ride can take your 
mind off your troubles for a little while. Exercise also 
makes your brain produce chemicals that combat 
depression. 


So you've tried some of these things and you stil! 
feel like shit? Any number of things could be wrong with 
you, Maybe you're just letting every little thing in your life 
effect you too much. The thing is, if you are truly 
depressed, there is an incredible need to seek help and 
get over it. If you ask for advice, all you might receive is, 
“Everything will look better tomorrow. Just give it some 
time.” Golly, thanks so much... .why didn’t | think of that?! 
The problem is, if you are possessed by depression 
“looking on the bright side” is hard to do. I've been 
depressed forever, for one reason or another, and have 
looked almost everywhere for a miracle cure. As a last 
ditch effort | tried Prozac, and it did help me feel better, 
but when | went off of it, | fell right back into my old ways. 
So | suppose I'm lucky, because now | know what it's like 
to not be depressed. But as | face reality and the never- 
ending highs and lows, | realize that it's an on-going per- 
sonal struggle that can't be made permanently better by a 
pill or a doctor. 

1 wouid like to take this opportunity to thank all those kids who made fun of me on the 


playground when | was a little the heartless bastard who dumped me with no remorse, 
and my ever-loving parents — without them I wouldn't have been able to do this. 





What's the use? Today an egg, tomorrow a feather duster. -The Dejected Rooster 















‘Land of the Rising Noise" 


12 examples of Japan's underground 
music scene, from rock to ambience, 
noise to psychedelia. Features Omoide 
Hatoba, Merzbow, CCCC, Keiji Haino, 
Dissecting Table, Aube, Angel'in Heavy 
Syrup, Hijokaidan, and many more. 
CD, $12ppd 


"Arrhythmia II" 


Second volume, featuring another 
selection of percussion & drum-based 
music. Features Life Garden, Trance, 
Left Hand Right Hand, Voice of Eye, 
Illusion of Safety, Crash Worship, 
Randy Greif, Timothy North and more. 
CD, $12ppd 




















"Kingdom of Noi 


Video compilation of all our 
favorite Japanese noise 

| artists: Merzbow, Hijokaidan, 
CCCC, Masonna, Solmania, 
Aube, and more -- 90 minutes! 
| VHS video, $26ppd 


VIOLENT ONSEN 


GEISHA "Otis" 


New CD from this weird, 
mysterious Japanese 
artist. Bizarre found sounds, 
cut-ups, noises, vocalizations, 
and re-used music. CD, $14ppd 
Plus we have much more from ay 
Zeni Geva, Trance, Space Streakings, C 
P.Children, Null & O'Rourke, > 
Crash Worship, and others. Write for 
our free catalog of cool stuff! ‹ 
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Massively powerful guitar-hea' 

sludge Tock from the Netherlands. 
Like a slow-motion steamroller in 
musical form, this is a must for 
fans of Zeni Geva, Swans, Skin 
Chamber and the like. CD, $12ppd 


LENINGRAD BLUES MACHINE 


Previously unavailable recordings 
by this twisted group from Japan, 
led by Tabata before he joined 
Zeni Geva. Hard, psychedelic, odd 
bluesy rock. Brilliant! CD, $12ppd 
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CRASH WORSHIP GRAVITAR 
"Руги" “Evil Monkey Boy' 


New 7" single from the Debut 7" single of dense, 
masters of rhythmic claustrophobic, amazing 
chaos. 3 mixes of intense —— guitar-drum-vocal 
drums, guitar and scary nightmares! $5ppd 
sounds. $5ppd 


el 


Charnel House Productions 
P.O. Box 170277 
San Francisco, CA 94117-0277, U.S.A. 
Distribution: Subterranean, Cargo, 
Revolver, Silent, Caroline, Dutch East 


DIG TIHAT CRAZY GRAVE 


jACK O' FIRE 
"6 Super Shock Soul Songs" EP 
swinging six-song spinecracker of 
pure trashed out punk/blues mahem! 
ESI02 $8.00 vinyl 10" EP 


LP/CD and lots more trash for yer can! We also carry loads of cool and hard to find non-Estrus stuff.... 


ount on mail-order and more "members-only" bonuses... 


THE MAKERS 
"HOWL" LP/CD 
16 slices of pure, no holds 
barred, lo-fi J.D.-Rock Mayhem! 
ES1212. $8 LP/$12 CD ppd. 


4, 


THE TRASHWOMEN 
"Spend The Night With..." LP 
12 reverb drenched blasts from the 
undisputed "Queens of Tease-Rock"! 

ESI214 $8.00 vinyl-only 
OUT NOW: Gravel "No Stone Unturned" LP/CD, The Wogsles "Teendanceparty" LP/CD, Cowslingers 7", Swingin' Neckbreakers 7" ON THE 
BURNER: jack O' Fire "Destruction Of Squaresville" CD, The Mortals "Bulletproof" LP/CD, Man Or Astro-Man? “Destroy All Astro-Men!" 


RITE FOR A FREE CATALOG! 


KS ( $30 CANADA/$35 FOREIGN ) 


'o what'cha or? 


Distributed Worldwide by Mordam Records...stores call (415) 575-1970 


Estrus Records PO Box 2125 Bellingham WA 98227 U.S.A. 
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MY PSYCHICS 








I guess it was all in the cards. I'm surprised, though, that after all my years 
of going to psychics, I didn't pick up on it. But I guess I shouldn't be. I 
mean, they certainly didn't see it coming. 


I bet I'm the only person ever to have their Psychic Friends’ Network 
membership canceled. I guess I can't blame them. See, I kinda have this 
problem ~ all my psychics die. Well, they either die, or someone close to 
them dies, or they have a nervous breakdown. My first psychic, the one 
my grandfather and I found on a rainy day in 1989 by accident, was also 
the first to encounter this phenomenon. Her name was Marina. Fifteen 
minutes after meeting me, she told me I had a half-sister in Mexico that 
I'd never known about (turned out to be true) and that she was foresaw 
lots of snow falling in my nose, mouth, and heart. Six years later, when I 
went into cardiac arrest due to the massive quantities of speed I was 
ingesting, I remembered her prediction. She was originally from 
Guatemala, but had come to the U.S. after a vision. She was tiny, but very 
intense. After meeting her, my grandfather whispered to me, "She's the 
one,” and paid her fee. (In Santeria, the santera or santero if often paid to 
do a trabajo - which is like a spell. Some trabajos, especially limpiezas or 

“cleansings” of a place or person, are expensive, due to the time, effort, 
and supplies needed. You’re not only paying for the santera or santero’s 
supplies, you're paying for their experience and, in essence, their ability 
to change the present course of your life.) See, some pretty weird shit was 
going down at my house, stuff that was reminiscent of that movie, The 
Believers, and my dad was totally caught in the middle (this whole story 
alone could be a BID issue itself). So my grandfather and I had decided to 
do something about it, OG Salvadorean style. 

Anyway, she originally ran her business out of a little space next 
door to Jabberjaw but moved it to her home after heavy rains severely 
damaged the building. Her small apartment was in the middle of a gang 
and drug infested neighborhood, a fact that never seemed to bother her. 
Her home was cluttered with stuffed animals, dolls, and assorted knick- 
knacks - all presents from her clients. She had shelves filled with herbs, 
potions, and powders of every color, for every purpose. She'd load me 
down with these, along with instructions for their use, every time I'd go 
see her. I sprinkled and sprayed and cleaned everything in our house, in 
order to stop and reverse the curse that had been laid on my dad. Results 
were slow in coming, but, as she explained, my dad’s case was extremely 
difficult. It was a curse put not only on him, but on everyone he loved, 
including me and it was meant to disrupt all aspects of our lives. It had 
done a pretty damn good job at that point, with our house in foreclosure, 
my mom hiding out in El Salvador, my dad spending every dime he made 
on other women, and me a junkie. The person who had thrown the curse, 
she said, was extremely evil and powerful and we were lucky to still be 
alive. But thin change, she assured me of that all the time 
and I formed a strong bond, and she 
spending extra time chanting and 
d do readings for me, and offer 
and health, free of charge | 
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brought my family and friends to her, even dragged Darby and Mikki at 
one point, because I wanted everyone to experience the wisdom and 
power she had to offer. And little by little, things started changing around 
my house - the tension and strain around the Morataya Estate started dis- 
solving. Marina promised it would get even better. I didn't doubt it at all. 

Soon after, I went to see her for my bi-weekly voodoo consultation, 
and was surprised to find her not at home. She wasn't one to flake on 
appointments, as her clients were her only form of income, so I started 
trying to find out what was up. One of her neighbors told me she was at 
the doctor, so I figured she had a cold or something and went home, try- 
ing to ignore the weird feeling in my stomach. Three days later, after 
numerous attempts to reach her, I called her daughter's home. Someone 
there gave me the news: A fight had ensued in the courtyard of Marina's 
building and, in trying to stop it, Marina's oldest son had been shot and 
killed. Marina had been standing five feet from him and witnessed every- 
thing. She had flown to Guatemala for the funeral, but they didn't think 
she'd be back. She had a complete nervous breakdown. 

It took me awhile to get over the loss of Marina. I felt extremely vul- 
nerable, open to all kinds of psychic attack because I had equated my spir- 
itual well-being to her incantations and potions. And on top of that, things 
had gone from okay.to bad at my home. I knew I needed a santera, but, 
since meeting Marina had been a happy fluke, I didn't really know where 
to look. I started going into botanicas, hoping to find someone I would 
instantly bond with, but it didn't happen. I had almost given up when my 
grandfather ran across an ad in a Spanish newspaper offering ^metz- 
physical assistance for any of life's problems." Professor Caballero, the ad 
went on to say, was world reknown and had thousands of testimentzalis 
from people he had aided. My grandfather wrote him, outlining the p= 
lem my family was having, and asking for his help. The Processes wanke 
back, told my grandfather our situation was serious, amd set mp amr 
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*R.E.X. has already scored with 
the signing of industrial act 
Circle of Dust, one of thé more 
promísing of the new computer 
breed." 
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appointment for an audience with him (he lived in Cuba, but made three 
trips to the U.S. a year.) I was skeptical when we first entered the office 
he rented for his appointments. He had the usual Latino spiritual trap- 
ping strewn all over the place. Holy water, holy badges, gold plated 
medallions, lotto oil, tin amulets, anything you wanted for only a small 
price - guaranteed to protect you and take you to the big spin. I almost 
left. Then, our name was called, and I got my first look at Professor 
Caballero. It wasn't the instant connection I felt with Marina, but it was 
a good feeling. We looked each other up and down, and I knew that the 
shams he sold in the next room, he sold to people who wanted shams. I 
mean, lotto oil? Come on. Anyway, introductions were made, and The 
Professor began his consultation. No tarot cards, no crystal ball, no palm 
reading. He just looked me and my grandfather right in the eyes, and 
told us all about our problem . Of course, a lot of it had been outlined in 
the letter my Ito Chungo had sent him, and, seeing that we weren't 
blown away by his “psychic” insight into our lives, Professor Caballero 
decided he needed to confer with the Orishas. He began in a gruff voice, 
answering himself in a dialect I didn’t recognize, and rocking back and 
forth. After ten minutes of this, he became himself, and described the 
woman who had laid the curse in detail, gave us names of her associates, 
told us where she lived, and what she intended to do with my father. I 
was so speechless, I did what any level-headed female would ‘do - I 
started bawling. Thoughts racing, I wondered what I should do. "Don't 
tell your cousins,” The Professor said to me, interrupting the very 
thought that had just entered my head. “Yes, they would kill her, but you 
don’t want that karma on your soul. Don’t lower yourself to her level. 
We will fight her in the spiritual realm.” And that was that. Professor 
Caballero had earned my loyalty. He gave me an arsenal of despojos and 
amulets, performed a protection ritual, and assured me he would contact 
me soon. He didn’t charge us a cent. 

My relationship with Professor Caballero continued for some time 
and, keeping his promise, he wrote often, to both me and my Ito Chungo, 
telling us what to do, sending us supplies, warning us of situations to 
avoid. He suggested that the next time he came to town, we should, by 
any means necessary, drag my father to see him. "He won't want to 
come, but it is important, imperative that I see him. This has gone on far 
too long. I must perform limpieza on him,” The Professor wrote. So, after 
hours of whining, wheedling, and lying, I managed to get my father to 
agree to a consultation with The Professor. My grandfather and I can- 
celed all his appointments that day, intercepted phone calls, did every- 
thing short of tying him to a chair in order to keep him from bailing. 
“You have gone crazy!” he kept telling us. “My daughter and father have 
gone crazy!” Although he still thinks so today, he also understands why 
we had to go to such extreme measures. My dad and The Professor hit it 
off right away. They had an initial meeting of two hours behind closed 
doors, that left my dad a believer and me with no fingernails. The 
Professor gave us all sorts of medallions, necklaces, oils, lotto numbers 
to protect us from any more curses and began the complicated reversal 
process, to get us out of the situations we were in. He promised us 
results, and we saw them within the first week. After a month, things: 
were almost 100% better, although my parents lost their house. “That is 
a good thing," The Professor told my dad. "We'd never be able to cleanse 
all the evil that's soaked into the foundation of that estate." Four months 
more, and my dad was almost back to normal. Then, it happened: 
Instead of Professor Caballero's visit to the States, we received a letter 
from his church telling us he has suffered a fatal heart attack. "The revers 
sal was too much for him," they wrote. "He saved you, but killed him- 
self.” Whoa. I never let my parents see the letter, telling him, instead, thaf 
he had retired. I didn't want them to feel as shitty and guilty as I did. 

Things stayed somewhat stable after The Professor's death. My dad 
returned to his normal, loving self, even though we had to move to 8 
smaller house, and his financial situation was strapped. He started ask 
ing me to write The Professor, even though he was in “retirement” to asi 
if he'd do just one more trabajo for us, just one more small favor. 
though it was the last thing I wanted to do, I started looking for someo! 
to take over where The Professor had left off. 











BY CLIFF 
Selling death is a dirty job. In a city as billboard happy as Los Angeles, mortuary billbords are as peripheral as Pepsi ads. However, 
Selling the average consumer plots of dirt, when many of them can't afford auto insurance, is a somewhat tricky undertaking. In 
addition, death is a "sensitive" issue — so girls with neon string bikinis is not a viable advertising motif. So what are the elements that 
tastefully solicit buisness for this service that everyone will inevitably need? Well, there aren't any. Mortuary billboards are just as 
ridiculous and tasteless as beer ads, maybe worse. However, we did stumble across some interesting items on our brief but acurate 
billboard survey. Here is a brief review of billboards from one of the largest homes for the dead in Souther California, Forest Lawn. 


One call or visit arranges all? This is a very appealing opener. From here Forest Lawn goes on to itemize their services which includes undertaking, ПИШ! POETRY SEWER 
cemetery, church and flowers. Wow, one-stop shopping. Of course, all this is printed on a sign shaped in the image an open Bible. This must be Л 

intended to let consumers kno Forest Lawn offers convenience of almost religious proportion. This particular billboard is Strategically placed at 
the exit of the cemetery, and mi гуе as a final reminder that all the fun you just experienced took place at Forest Lawn, so that when your next loved TOURS BIGFOOT HOAXES UFO 
one takes the big dirt nap you'll have to remember to have the festivities here again Li ' 
LANDINGS, EFFIGY BURNINGS, 
SLEAZY MOVIES, SHOW AND TELL, 
URBAN DRUMMING, WAR TOY 
ATROGITIES, VOODOO VIDEO, CULT 


The comfort of Forest Lawn care? At first glance, this appears to be an ad for lawn care. It seems as though these two love birds have just finished nine INFILTRATION TIKI PARTIES Hil 
holes of golf on some beautifull cured course. Or maybe a funeral at Forest Lawn is so painlessly easy that the bereaved are able to actually break out Li 
the clubs shortly after a buria nly thing | find somewhat faulty about that t two trees standing ominously in front them. The man 


is probably taking advantage ble newly widowed woman. He's probably re Xe Shelly or Byron poem to her about “dust to dust" and RILLA THEATRE, RADIO RANTING, 


how “someday we'll both just be fertilizer for those trees in front of us — so let's fuck now, while we still can!" The Setting of this billboard was on a well- 


mum aio omaan M Ea namana ami Pe ataa moat mapano aama. EP TETA ИТ 
PRANKS, JUNKYARD ANTICS, 
FORMAL BOWLING, RITUAL PUTT- 
PUTT, CAVE PARTIES, LOVERS' 
BOXING, OSTRICH BETTING, DADA 
FESTIVALS, PUBLIC SPECTACLES, 
парне E анна e BIBLE NL NUS 


at least don't have the funeral funds the you look closely there are two 
women seated across from an old man (who in my opinion $ both grumpy ar ), however the blond looks suspiciously non-Latin 
leading me to believe that her function in this scenario is mor that of an interpi ће “convenience” must be that Forest Lawn provides 
an interpreter to explain the credit terms to these poor Hispanics. Fr pin doctor's perspective, the uncluttered desk and the absence of any background 
are supposed to give the impression of serenity and relief. This is зе а highly unbelievable intention on their part; if they're so good at funerals why 
isnt his desk awash with pending paperwork for thousands of id people awaiting the same super bargain funeral? This advertisement is scary - 
highly Satanic, 






































in time of need, were all you need 


CACOPHONY 


6085 Venice Blvd. #82 


у some sick joke on the part of the mortuary. While grieving over a recently departed loved one the Los ЯУ CA 90034 

ility incurred by putting someone six feet under. Once again the mortuary is laughing all the way to = 

e is further underscored by a clear display of something resembling a new age water- (21 3) 837-2759 
n. l'm sorry but | find very little humor in this obvious inside joke at the expense 


Forest Lawn Mortuary 
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A single death is a tragedy. a millior 





a statistic. Joseph Stalin BEN IS IESU] 131 


The Nursing Home: It May Be Your Home Someday. 


ФА 


You notice things once they're introduced to you. You cart pass them by 
all your life and unless you're faced with them you may never recognize 
them. When an elderly friend /neighbor of mine, her name was Dorothy, 
became ill and moved into a nursing home for a period of time, I went to 
visit her. I didn't know the exact address, just the major cross streets, and 
| it took me three tries before I found the right place. I drive that street 
nearly every day and I never would have believed there were so many 
nursing homes. From then on I noticed them everywhere: LA’s covered 
with them, they're part of the San Fernando Valley's ambiance... I won- 
der about the infinite number of nursing homes that must 
exist... and the infinite number of pained, lonely faces. 
And I wonder, “Did these people ever in their wildest 
dreams imagine this as their fate?” 

Actually, the way I met Dorothy was quite an 
experience. I'd lived in the same complex for six 
months perhaps, but never really talked to her. 
One day, when I was home alone working, I 
heard a muffled cry; a few more and I ran out 
to see what it was. With another scream I 
was able to find her. She was a tiny thing - 

` sprawled out on the stairs, holding on to 

I the handrail for dear life. I was shocked to 

| see her legs completely twisted, thinking 

| surely they were broken, possibly going 
to twist off right there in front of me. She 
was moaning, and asked me to help her. 
She looked so small and frail I thought I'd 
surely be able to pick her up. But I was 
wrong, and unfortunately, in my efforts I 
had somehow gotten stuck underneath her 
- then neither of us could move. She 
screamed in pain. I felt unbelievably helpless. 
I joined in her screams of despair. No one was 
around. I tried each and every way I could to 
either weasel from underneath her or pick her up. 
She was still clutching to the rail. Her arm was shak- 
ing from holding it so long, so tightly. The other was 
bleeding but there was no blood coming out = her thin 
skin just tore away. Half an hour passed before I decided that 
no matter what I did it was going to hurt her so I just pulled out. We 
slid down the stairs. Her legs became even more twisted but I was able to 
get away. I told her I was going to get help and knocked on every door of 
our building. Then the next building. Finally in the building after that I 
found a girl who ran back with me. The lady was just lying there moan- 
ing. When the girl saw the situation she ran back to call an ambulance. 
While she was gone the old lady’s husband opened the front door. He was 
in their apartment the whole time. The lady begged him to go back inside 
but he wouldn't and instead kinda shuffle-stepped very slowly towards 
us. Before I knew what was happening he fell. Side by side they lay in 
anguish. He peed his pants. 

It wasn't long after that the ambulance came. They got both of them 
up and into their home. Dorothy vehemently insisted that she was alright 
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and that they should take care of her husband. He did the same. Soon the 
paramedics were convinced that both of them were okay and after a bit of 
patching up, they left. I wanted to yell at them that obviously these peo- 
ple were not "okay" and wasn't there something more they could do to 
help - but Dorothy just wanted them to leave, like nothing ever hap- 
pened. 

She'd had a heat stroke. She would walk everywhere because they 
weren't allowed to drive. She walked miles to get them their pharmaceu- 

ticals and food. It was amazing. Soon after she had another heat stroke 
and they got a nurse to come over during the day. Dorothy 
started taking taxi’s, and often I would drive her around 
and she'd give me gas money. I'd even drive her hus- 
band, who was one of the top bridge players in the 
world, to this place he'd play cards at once a 
week. But slowly things started falling apart. 
Either one or both of them were sick. Finally 
she was sent to a nursing/rehabilitation 
home after a fall. It was weird seeing her 
there. A creepy, smelly place - so imper- 
sonal and cold. This feisty lady trapped in 
her bed. Her self-esteem and witty per- 
sonality subdued. 

Soon I realized just how fucked 
things really were. She told me how no 
one would bring them water during the 
morning because the person that took 
care of the bed pans and/or took them to 
the bathroom didn't come in ‘til 1:00 p.m. 

Her personal nurse, who used to work in 
a nursing home herself, confirmed this, 
and said that they put lots of salt in the food 
so they didn’t have to take them to the bath- 
room as often. Dorothy started complaining 
about her medication. She was having halluci- 
nations. When she complained to the nurses they 
told her it was okay and that she had to take it until 
the doctor came to see her — in two weeks. Instead 
Dorothy, smart chick that she was, just pretended to take 
the pills and hid them. Only after I had a long argument with 

these nurses did they agree to cut her medication down. 

She was out of the nursing home a few weeks later, but something 
had changed. The barrage of medical complaints ensued and, despite alll 
the pills she and her husband were given to take and all the doctor's. 
“care” they received, they just got sicker and sicker, until one or both were 
staying at the home. It was only a matter of six months from the first inci- 
dent to the point that everything fell apart. The last time I saw Dorothy 
she was unconscious, hooked up to tubes and machines in a local hospi- 
tal, and I was so depressed and weak that I couldn't get myself to go back 
to see her — even to find out if she had died or not (though by that point it 
seemed the only intelligent option). Dorothy was 67 years old. 


So when my mom called to tell me that grandma was going to a nursi 
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home I was really upset. My grandma has fallen many times: Broken her 
hip, her collar bones... But it seemed she'd always gotten it together 
pretty quickly and was able to function alright. Recently though, some- 
thing snapped in her knee. She was reaching up in the closet to get a bag 
and all of a sudden her legs gave out. Instead of falling she grabbed onto 
the closet with her hands and, very slowly (it took her three hours—no 
one heard her screams), made her way to the phone. Somehow she had 
managed to break her knee. 

After a few weeks of hospital care they told my grandma she had to 
move to a nursing //rehabilitation home. She flipped — those horrible old 
people fears: they're putting me into a home; they're going to forget about 
me; they're going to leave me there ‘til I die... It's not odd she was wor- 
ried when my mom was forced to tell her that she might not ever walk 
again, and that they may have to get rid of her apartment because there 
wasn’t enough money too pay for it and a nursing home at the same time. 

I began visiting her at least once a week (okay, minus a few = sorry 
grandma, I was on deadline). I'd come on the weekend, after hiking in the 
mountains, with a fresh, strong frame of mind, and I felt it protected me 
some from the weird energy of the place. The nursing home was all white 
walls with some pseudo attempts at making it more “homey.” In the 
rooms were pretty travel advertisements (which 
said things like "Paradise" and "Nirvana") 
pulléd out of magazines and tacked up as art, or 
more than likely as fantasies, of where they'd 
rather be, or where they could have gone during 
their lives. 


I talked to a lady named Sarah, an ex-surgical 
nurse, who happened to be staying in the room 
next to my grandma's, for some information on 
nursing homes in general. She told me that each 
person admitted is here for 90 to 100 days. If 
they don't rehab within that time period then 
they go into the convalescent home. To stay in 
the nursing home you have to be ambulatory, 
meaning you're able to get up and down, go to 
the bathroom by yourself, and you mustn’t have any open wounds. Then, 
if you have the funds, you can move to a retirement home. If you don’t 
have the funds you live in a nursing home. On the other hand, if you do 
not improve within that time period, you transfer over to the other side, 
which is called Section Two - which is convalescent. When you go into a 
convalescent home you also get 90 to 100 days to rehab and if you don’t 
show signs of improvement - then that’s just where you live. 

I asked Sarah why this was the case, to which she replied, “Because 
if there's no signs of improvement it's like floggin’ a dead horse. They are 
being ‘cared’ for. Their bodily functions are being cared for. They prop 
them up in a wheel chair, so they do get exercise, per se, but they won't 
work with them in physical therapy. That's just the way it goes." 

Each option costs you. Whether you're staying in a nursing home, 
convalescent home, or retirement home. Medicare will pay a certain per- 
centage, for a certain period of time. I don't know what all the specifics are 
but in one reported case there was a woman applying for Medicaid but 
she got denied. The home physically removed her from the hospital to the 
front porch of her relative's home in the middle of the night. The family 
didn't find her until morning, and she almost died of pneumonia. The rea- 
son the home did this was she couldn't pay her bills. Another financial 
problem is that Medicare only pays for a certain number of items for each 
patient. For example, Medicare patients are only given 10 ostomy pouches 
(shit bags) per month. Obviously most people shit more than the chosen 
number so, as you can well imagine, it can be quite disgusting. 


“The food is crap” at my grandma's home. They're on a strict budget. 
There's no chef—they have a regular person cooking institution-type 
food. I understand this home is one of the nicer ones. Everyone raves over 
the soups. You can select soup as your meal. They give you a card where 
you can choose what foods you want. Problem is, most of the time they 
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don’t pick these cards up, so they just serve you whatever they want to 
serve you. 

They have great medical solutions for every physical problem. If 2 
person isn’t eating they solve that problem by sticking a tube down their 
throat and feeding them formula through the tube. Easy enough. 

Each time I came, my grandma was trying to get me to eat her din- 
ner. Sometimes, since she wasn’t supposed to have fat or salt, they gave 
her a dinner of fruit: peaches and cherries in syrup with cottage cheese, 
some jello mold gush and salad with more dressing than lettuce...oh, and 
milk. Sounds pretty nutritious. The food group that was best accounted 
for was the sugar group... there is a sugar group, right? She took a bite out 
of the cottage cheese and said, "Oh, this is salty.... A lousy dietitian they 
have here. See all the fun I'm having?" and pushed her plate aside. 


The issue of nursing homes over-drugging patients with anti-psychotic 
drugs was brought into light in the mid-1970s when a federal study found 
that at most homes only a minority of patients were in fact mentally ill. 
After a public outcry, the practice seemed to subside in the late ‘70s and 
early ‘80s as nursing homes adopted alternative ways of dealing with 
patients who became agitated, abusive, or aggressive. Experts say that the 
reasons behind the resurgence of the prac- 
tice include continued understaffing, poor 
mental health care practices, and progres- 
sively older patients. Also, staff doctors 
may lighten their load by giving nurses 
“blank check” prescriptions that can be 
filled as the nurses see fit. Today almost 
80% of residents at nursing homes have 
some form of dementia. Often patients are 
being drugged for dementia or mental-ill- 
ness caused specifically by other medica- 
tions. 

People are losing their minds 
there - right in front of you. My grandma 
is losing her mind too, and I wonder what 
? fucking drugs they’ve put her on. Each 
time I came she was asking them to bring her pills for one ache or another. 
I asked my mom about it but she told me, “Grandma was always into 
pills. She’s addicted. When your Tanta Bertha died she actually called 
your cousin Lily and asked her what she did with Tanta Bertha’s pills. 
When Lily replied that she had thrown them away your grandma said, 
‘Why didn’t you give them to me? I could have used them." My mom 
also assured me that the nurses were giving her placebos half the time. 
Still, I keep telling my grandma to take less of the painkillers - but why 
should she? It's the way a lot of people were brought up in this century — 
why should she change in her old age? And hell, I can certainly under- 
stand the need to be numbed in her situation. 


"Why is the doctor's care so bad?" I asked Sarah. “The doctor comes here 
once a month,” she said, “that’s all insurance will pay for.” “That’s ridicu- 
lous,” I said. The thought that all these sick old people were here without 
a doctor gave me the chills. Sarah went on, “The doctor could be anyone; 
you may not like the doctor. I've told patients and their families that ‘Your 
husband or father or mother or whatever needs to get a family doctor or 
somebody in here to take care of them.’ The family doesn’t understand. 
They think that because they're [in the nursing home] they're being taken 
care of, but that's not necessarily the case. If you can see that your loved 
one is failing you've got to call the doctor." 

She told me about a case of a man who had caught the flu and had 
diarrhea. "They get it and then they go downhill. And then they just lay 
in bed for two weeks and they develop pneumonia and die. It's only 
because I’m a nurse that I know this. That man needed to see a doctor. He 
should have been on intravenous feeding to get some liquids back into his 
system and give him strength again. They should have given him glucose, 
because he was too weak to eat. Instead, they just put the tray in front of 
him, and since he didn’t eat they just wheeled it out.” 
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I wondered what the hell they do with all the money. Each person pays, 
whether it’s through insurance or Medicare or a large bank account, $125 
per day; that’s just to stay there. Whatever therapy and medicine is 
needed is extra. Where does all the money go? Why can't they afford a 
larger staff - at least more efficient one? Sarah told me that they only do 
what they're trained to do, and that the nurses here report to the doctor 
on staff. The doctor may read the report or may not. All they have to do 
is report it - and if they report it they're off the hook. It's up to the family 
to jump up and down — "the squeaky wheel gets the grease," she con- 
tinuously remarked. 


I guess one could consider my grandma a squeaky wheel. Usually when 
Icome to see her she's complaining about one thing or another. One thing 
she, and most people in there, complain 
about on a regular basis is that they can 
never get a bed pan when they need one. 
“Why don’t you just pee in your bed?" I 
ask her, "then they'll bring you a bed pan 
more quickly next time." Hell, I think to 
myself, the logic seems to fit the circum- 
stances. She's not at all surprised at the 
thought, as if she's actually pondered it 
herself, “Oh, I can’t do that. It just goes 
against me. No, I can't do that." So she 
proceeds to tell me how, the day before, 
she got up out of bed and made it to the 
bathroom herself (keep in mind she can't 
walk). She points to the bed and says, "I 
just wiggled out the bottom. It was really 
hard." Somehow she managed to get the 
wheel chair close enough to the bed to 
slide into it, and somehow got in and out 
of the wheel chair to go to the bathroom. 
"| screamed but no one answered me. 
Sometimes I hold it in until I feel my 
kishkas are going to burst. Some people 
shouldn't be nurses." 

Sarah told me a similar story. "Last night I needed a bedpan; mid- 
night. I mean, I needed a bedpan bad. I had my buzzer on. The med-nurse 
came in to give me some pain pills. I told her I needed a bedpan right 
away. So she said, ‘Okay, I'll tell the nurse.’ (Med-nurses do not put a bed- 
pan under you—they went to school too long for that.) I guess the nurse 
got the wrong room or something, but I saw her walking down the hall 
two or three times. Finally I was so fed up I got on the phone and I called 
the hospital. They answered at the front desk and I said, ‘Ineed a bedpan.’ 
... There's more than one way to skin a cat.” 


"But it's terrible in here,” she went on. “You figure, okay, | know how to 
take care of that but it worries me that these patients don’t know the sys- 
tem. When I was across the hall, there was a Russian lady who couldn’t 
speak, she had several strokes and she had a pacemaker. I used to ring the 
nurse for her. I was in there long enough to where I could tell when she 
was wet or when she had to go to the bathroom. She couldn’t complain, 
so I complained for her.” 

Sarah told me about other, “forgotten people,” as she calls them. She 
points to a man walking the halls. “That man is one of the forgotten peo- 
ple. He has no family. No place to go. Nobody ever comes to see him. His 
whole life is going up and down the hall here.” She went on to say that 
it’s like that for a lot of people. “Then there’s some people who can’t get 
up and down the hall.” She added, “Those are the sad ones.” 

She told me about one lady who was on oxygen and, just to get atten- 
tion, to just get a nurse to come into her room, she'd say 'I can't breath – 
my oxygen is turned off.’ Or she'd purposely slide out of the wheel chair 
just to get somebody to talk to her. 


By my fourth visit my grandma had already been through three 
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Grandma and the nice man who brings her pills. 


roommates. When her third roommate had her second seizure the lady 
told the doctors not to call her children. "Normally you call your children, 
right?” my grandma asked me. “Of course,” I answered, “Why doesn’t 
she want them to call her children?" "Because they won't come,” my 
grandma replied. 

“One thing that is interesting to note,” Sarah brought up, “is that in 
a place like this... there are no ethnics. I think I saw one Asian and one 
Hispanic. All the ethnic races take care of their people. All the rest of us 
are Caucasians.” 


The last time I visited my grandma, crazy patients were walking in and 
out of her room. They were trying to talk nonsense with her, or them- 
selves, and my grandma screamed at them to get out, but they wouldn't 
listen. There’s nothing there called pri- 
vacy. It’s a big change for most people, 
like my grandma, who have lived alone 
most of their lives. Usually you share a 
room with one to three people, and the 
door is always open. The halls are nor- 
mally trafficked with patients, getting 
their daily exercise, moving but not 
going anywhere, and each time a person 
walks by they look into the room, like 
they’re checking out an accident on the 
freeway. 

And it is like that. When I'd 
arrived earlier that day my grandma 
wasn't in her room. The nurses told me 
to go look for her, that she might be 
rolling around "chat chat chatting" — as 
if her energy was a bad thing. So, I went 
walking around the place trying to find 
her. Since they said she may be in any- 
one's room "chatting," I looked in each 
one I walked by - which granted a hor- 
rifying reality. I finally had an excuse to 
look in on and see the hundreds of peo- 
ple there, trapped in their beds. Living-dead corpses, being prepped for 
death. Sucking the last bit of juice out of them so it will be certain they're 
really dead when the body finally gives up. About 95% of them had those 
TVs on full blast - most likely their final friend in their dying days. 


I'm just thinking how this place feels like a nut house when my grandma 
asks, "Hear that?" There's loud banging sounds, like pots and pans, that 
Id heard on and off since my visits. "That's what you have to do when 
you buzz for a nurse and no one comes. You hit the side of the [metal 
framed] bed to get them to notice you." 

Suddenly there's a loud noise in the hallway - louder than the 
banging. Something has fallen but there's no commotion so I don't think 
it’s a big deal. “That was a wheel chair,” my grandma says. I don’t 
believe her but I jump up to look. There was a man there, lying on his 
head. He had fallen in his wheelchair. His arms were to his side and 
basically he landed on his head on the hard tile floor. I rushed over. A 
nurse was there sort of fluttering about the situation. I offered to assist 
her in picking him up but she asked me to get some help, so I did. I ran 
to the nurses station in the front. There was a lady there, on the phone. 
She was busy but I insisted, “We need help now!” I ran back to the first 
nurse and the man, still lying on his head. No one came. I felt like we 
were on the streets of NY ‘cause every one who walked by just ignored 
the situation. I tried to tell the man it was okay (like Yossarian in Catch- 
22 - There, there. There, there). The nurse finally chimed іп – she sorta 
patted him, for a second. Finally she moved the wheelchair from atop 
his twisted legs. “Help me,” he begged. "Why aren't they coming?" I 
yelled at the nurse, who honestly seemed just as confused and shrugged 
her shoulders. "This is ridiculous, let's get him up." "He's heavy," the 
nurse responded. I convinced her we could do it. She wasn't concerned 
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over the legalities of the whole thing but she was obviously concerned 
about not getting his blood on herself. When we leaned over to get him, 
two other nurses finally showed up. They were walking towards us and 
I shouted at them to run - which they then did. Finally he was picked 
up and put back into the chair. He was a mess. Shaking with fear. The 
thin skin on his arm was torn and the thick blood was clotting around it. 
He had a big lump on his head - bigger than a golfball — filled with 
blood. The 1st nurse said something about his cabeza in a shocked tone; 
it looked bad. They wheeled him away. When I went back into my 
grandma's room she said, “I told you it was a wheelchair — didn't I tell 
you? You get to know each sound. If you don’t holler and scream, you'll 
just lay there. It's a wonder I have any lungs left." I thought about how 
they'd be taking care of that man. It took them over an hour just to clean 
up his blood in the hallway. I didn't want to leave my grandma here 
another day. 


I think of the times in my life when I've wanted to be the victim and I've 
wanted to be taken care of and just fall down and say, “Okay, I give up. 
Feed me and wipe me and I'll be happy - ‘cause it’s just too hard oth- 
erwise.” And then there’s all these old people and they’re stuck in that 
world forever, until they die. They’re all in their beds and in their 
wheelchairs, sorta conscious but not really there. You have a conversa- 
tion with them but they won't really remember it - and so what's the 
use anyway. And it’s horrifying, they're all dying. And I guess the only 
thing that's decent about it is that (for most) they've accepted their 
death - they're ready and willing to go. And who wouldn't after living 
like that? I can't believe after all the work of staying alive all those years 
that that's what it comes down to — a state of complete and utter help- 
lessness, failure, misery. 

In these nursing homes, I see old versions of people I know, and I 
wonder if any of them even speculate over the possibility that this is 
where they may end up - because I doubt that any of today's nursing 


home tenants thought, when they were younger, that they were going to 
end up here. Maybe they did, or more likely they thought their families 
would take care of them, just like they probably took care of their families 
I guess I never thought I'd ever end up in a nursing home — and I never 
really thought it was such a bad thing. Everybody does it. It’s the 
American way. It just seems like one of those steps in life - you end up at 
the nursing home. I really never looked at the nursing home carefully 
enough to know that I should do every fucking thing in my power not to 
end up there. ‘Cause dammit, when I want to pee, I want to fucking pee! 
When I want to move, I want to move. When I want to talk, think, breathe, 
eat... I can’t be in such restraints... and survive very long... and it’s obvi- 
ous humans can’t... because these people are dead. 

I recently had a new found appreciation for Jack Kevorkian because 
it's essential, when your time has come, to be able - to be allowed - to 
die. Why drag it out? If you're going to live your life with the nursing 
home as your destiny you should be able to choose to die before you 
have to die a pathetic mess. Why not have the power to choose the time 
of your death, instead allowing death the privilege of taking your life 
away from you? Why not die with a goddamn head on your shoulders, 
with dignity? Why do you have to turn into a drooling, babbling, fucked- 
up, scared, lonely, depressed, sick person? What's the use in that? Just to 
live that extra day? 

It's weird, our culture. It's like we ignore this hell on earth, but some- 
where in the back of our minds we know it's there for us. Perhaps we even 
take comfort in it. Perhaps we think it won't hurt so much when the time 
comes. That we might as well live hard while we can because this is where 
everyone ends up. All I know is the nursing homes are aching with regrets 
and "why me's?" What's going to be different when your time comes? 


Note: At press time my grandma had learned how to walk with a walker and 
was moved to a retirement home down the street. Of course, she hates it there. 












We've all heard the clichéd outlaw credo “live fast and die young" but what's the point 
of adhering to such a code of living when you're only to be forgotten shortly there- 
after? How tragic that in addition to your physical death you must suffer the death of 
your image in the public's conciousness, to be stripped of your popularity and rele- 
gated to a file containing such vanished commodities as acid-washed jeans, break 
dancing, and layered haircuts. No, leaving behind a marketable corpse is far more 
important than living fast and dying young. While some people have taken the big dirt 
nap and disappeared without a trace, other people's deaths have sent their estates 
clamoring for exclusive merchandising rights. Yes, even among the dead there are the 
haves and the have nots. Notice how Hollywood Blvd. is teeming with James Dean 
and Marylin Monroe salt and pepper shakers while there seems to be no market for 
say, Natalie Wood floating soap bars. Just what is it that separates the cash-worthy 
carcass from those lonely unmarketable deaths? 

First off FAME seems to be an indispensable element in making your passing a 
profitable one. The nature of your celebrity (i.e.what you're known for) is critical 
Historically, certain professions have proven themselves more marketable than oth- 
ers. For instance, dead COMEDIANS continue to panhandle by the off-ramps of profit 
purgatory. Belushi, Lenny Bruce, and now John Candy, have had to accept the fruit- 
less fates of second rate biographies and ABC Movies of the Week. Perhaps such 
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thoughts flitted through Richard Pryor's mind causing him to abort his ether- induced 
suicide at the last minute. Traditionally, REVOLUTIONARIES have fared well. This cat- 
egory includes, but is not limited to: politicians, religious leaders, musicians and 
good old fashioned madmen. The first success story to come to mind is Jesus Christ. 
Jesus is history's testament to the marketable corpse. Everyone has read the book, ог 
at least heard of it. The Romans started the world’s biggest fan club for him (though 
they referred to it as an empire at the time) and crucifixes and bumper sticker sales 
have always been recession-proof commodities. Bob Marley is good example of the 
profitable prophet. Marley himself stated he was put on this earth to deliver a mes- 
sage, but Bob's medium, his music, for the better part of his life, received little atten- 
tion from radio station programmers. Ultimately though, this sort of resistance which 
helped shape his martyr image would also help shape the size of the dividend checks 
to the Marley estate. Since Bob's death, the Jamaican tourist bureau has adopted him 
as their beloved poster child. In this same category belong J.F.K. and Malcom X. Both 
of these men had grand ideas for the people. In fact, their ideas were grand enough to 
place them on the receiving ends of high-powered rifles. Both had top grossing 
Hollywood movies that were as long as the gestation period of an elephant. While 
J.F.K has some 15,000 high schools and jr. highs with his name on them, ayearago ! 
Malcom had at least half the pupils in them walking around in hats embroidered with — / 
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sale on ham sandwiches at the local deli. The same mis- 
fortune befell Karen Carpenter, who is survived by a few 
bad jokes concerning a troubled Realtor trying to sell a 
house without a kitchen. 

Although fame, good looks and cause of death 
seem to be the least common denominators of the more 
successfully marketed corpse, they are by no means a 
guarantee of dollars in death. In fact, there are some peo- 
ple who have met this criteria and somehow still man- 
aged to fall between the cracks of the sidewalk on 
Madison Avenue. A few names that come to mind 
are Bobby Fuller, Jayne Mansfield, Brian Jones, 
Abbie Hoffmanan and Errol Flynn. This leads one 
to believe that a certain key element that brought 
many of these icons to notoriety probably has 
something to do with their corpses ability to 
“collect” — namely a bit of LUCK, It's important to 
marketability that a death comes during the 
proper media climate, say, while the world is 
experiencing some non-scandal down-time. 
Proper media climate will alleviate vying for 


the letter X. 

Equally important to the element of fame is 
the element of GOOD LOOKS. Let's face it, without 
these your mug will never make it to the silk 
screening plant. People will buy almost anything 
but other ugly people. Has James Dean endured 
this long on the strength of a few good movies? 
No, James Dean has continued to endure because 
of his chiseled good 
looks and one of the best 
haircuts in the history of 
western civilization. 
Marylin Monroe is one 
of the biggest post- 
mortem profits the mer- 
chandising world has 
ever seen. Norma Jean's 
beauty added to her mar- 
ketability in more ways 
than one. Her looks were 
so powerful that they 






































































































requisitioned the attention of heavyweights like 
Arthur Miller, Bobby Kennedy and Joe Dimagio 
These liaisons added incredibly to her mystique 
and hence her net worth. Good looks have this 
Strange amnesia like effect on the general public's 
consciousness. Your once appealing appearance 
will obscure the pathetic image of you in your 
physical demise. Elvis is still better remembered for his award 
winning pompadour and gyrating hips than the Buddha with 
mutton chops that he eventually metamorphosed into. However, 
if genetic code failed to issue you a set of classic good looks 
an unusual or unforgettably interesting look will suffice. Sid 
Vicious is a good example of the marketable “unusual” look 
Sid's spiked head, obscene snarl and padlocked necklace have 
left an indelible mark on the post-punk world. Every new gen- 
eration of punks seemingly goes through this right of passage where they Duy that tired 
t-shirt with the newspaper headline from The Sun proclaiming “SID DIES.” However, 
the general public's tolerance for an "interesting/unusual look" does have its limits. 
Somebody like Mahatma Ghandi is a good case study of someone who took it a little 
too far. 

The official CAUSE OF DEATH is perhaps the most fundamental and most impor- 
tant factor. Questionable circumstances are the brass ring of marketing potential 
because they almost guarantee your continued circulation. How else can you explain 
the box office gross for a movie as completely unnecessary as The Crow starring the 
late Brandon Lee? Any details of death that appear in the least sketchy provide desper- 
ate fans the opportunity to regurgitate conspiracy theories for years to come. 
Questionable circumstances also will periodically resurface your name in the news and 
on TV talk shows when, for lack of worthwhile programming someone with a name like 
Geraldo Whalepiss appears on the screen presenting “startling new evidence that may 
point to a cover up." Probably the best questionable circumstance is the absence ofa 
corpse that no one will ever identify. | mean, what could be a better way to market your 
corpse than not to leave one? This particular scenario has worked wonders for Jim 
Morrison, Adolph Hitler, and though still to early to tell, possibly David Koresh. The 
drug overdose has got to be the most tired form of checking out early, at least at this 
point in our pop-cultural history. Chances are that all a heroin overdose will get you 
these days is some disinterested yawns. This is not to say that it has never worked, on 
the contrary it worked wonders for Hendrix, Sid Viscious and Darby Crash, but | don't 
think it will be doing much for River Phoenix. Assassination / homicide victims seem 
to do well. There seems to be something powerfully marketable in the idea that you had 
a profound enough effect on someone that they had no choice left but to snuff you 
People that merit mention here are John Lennon, the Kennedys, Peter Tosh and Robert 
Johnson. Suicide has proven a very successful circumstance, and is probably best 
explained by the fact that it seems the only logical conclusion for people with talent and 
Mood swings (more commonly referred to as genius.) Successfully marketed suicide 
victims include Hemingway, Jack Kerouac (with alcohol), Sylvia Plath and most 
recently Kurt Cobain. Food related deaths are probably the most absurd and will insure 
zero dividend on the corporatizing of your corpse. In fact, | think the only cash related 
concession made in Mamas and Papas singer Mama Cass's death, was a half-price 


КҮТУІ? 
WE. 
\УЕВЕ 





136 BEN IS $i 




























It seems that 
the more suc- 
cessfully mar- 
keted corpses 
mentioned here 
were people that fell into more 
than one or even all the cate- 
gories mentioned above. It's as 
if something of almost astrolog- 
ical magnitude somewhere 
along the way sealed their finan- 
ical fates. Although there never 
seems to be any shortage of 
available space on store 
shelves, especially where a new 
product is concerned, con- 
sumers do have a certain 
threshold for digesting the flow 
of public figures they're contin- 
ually force-fed. Of this multi- 
tude, naturaly only a small per- 
centage will make the cut — the 
immortal A list. Maybe certain 
personalities contain organic 
elements that are timeless in 
their ability to satisfy the human 
appetite. Over time these char- 
acteristics have proven them- 
selves as succesful antedotes 
for the lonliness and emptiness 
of most people's daily lives. 
Maybe it's these same recurring 
elements that keeps consumers 
coming back for more. Call it 
classic appeal — originality, 
style, beauty or maybe it's 
closer to flavors — like choco- 
late, vanilla or strawberry? 


headlines or unnecessary competition which can 
cause a decrease in mourn time. The mourning 
time frame is often directly correlated to the 
deceased's “significance.” There's nothing quite 
as humiliating as a high-profile death being obscured prematurely by 
someone else's high profile death. Most recently such a scenario tran- 
spired with the death of Richard Nixon. While the media was still chron- 
icling his life and all but canonizing him as a saint, Jackie Onassis 
kicked the bucket and stole Nixon's headlines. As trite as this may 
sound, timing is everything, especially when it's your time to go. 
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W.C. FIELDS (dying) to laywer: Do | have 
enough money to buy every kid in 
Philadelphia a bike? LAWYER: Yes. 
W.C.: Well, fuck 'em! 

BENJAMIN FRANKLIN: “A dying man can 
do nothing easy.” 

THE BUDDHA GUATAMA: “Never forget it; 
decay is inherent to all things.” 
SOCRATES: He requested of a friend: "I 
owe a cock to Asclepius; will you repay 
ИШ 

ELVIS: “Precious, I'm going into the 
bathroom to read.” 

LUDWIG VAN BEETHOVEN: When wine he 
requested was slow in coming: “Pity, 
pity—too late!” 

OSCAR WILDE: Penniless, sipping cham- 
pagne: ^1 am dying as I've lived; beyond 
my means." Glancing around the room: 
*This wallpaper is killing me; one of us 
has got to go." 

ALEISTER CROWLEY: “I’m confused.” 
SIR WALTER SCOTT: “I feel as if | were 
to be myself again." 

QUEEN ELIZABETH I: “All my possessions 
for a moment of time!” 

GERMANY'S EMPEROR WILHELM I: “I 
haven’t time now to be tired.” 

HENRY WARD BEECHER: “Now comes the 
mystery.” 






He that dies pays all debts. -Shakespeare 





A CONNOISSEUR’S GUIDE TO 


THE PERFECT SUICIDE 





No matter how screwed up your life might be, a well-planned suicide can be 
an act of instant redemption. 

Maybe you weren’t lucky in life, love, or the lotto, but death is a lot eas- 
ier. Sometimes the only thing you do control is the power to take your own 
probably crummy life. So don’t squander your death the same way you've 
fucked up everything else. 

Thankfully, this is a level playing field you've chosen. There's no com- 
petition, no way you can lose. All the best experts at suicide are dead. Sure, 
there are plenty of people who've attempted suicide and survived, but those 
are dilettantes, people who want attention, 
people who, let’s face it, are not like you 
because deep down they ultimately want to 
live. 

But you don’t have that problem, do 
you? You want to die - and you want to do 
it right. Most suicides kill themselves the 
way they’ve lived their lives: meekly, with 
shame, shuffling off to some dark corner to 
get it over with. Why not kill yourself with 
élan? Leave ‘em laughing or leave ‘em 
pissed off (take them with you), but don’t 
leave them feeling sorry for you, Make your 
death a performance art, a one time only rit- 
ual, a pay-per-view event on cable. 

I get sad when I think of the millions 
who kill themselves wastefully. You're 
going to die anyway, so why not take a few 
cops, soldiers, politicians, and classic rock 
DJ's with you? I remember fondly when 
some melancholic fool hung himself from a 
tree just outside my junior high school one 
morning as classes were starting. Now that 
was a statement: a human billboard of mis- 
ery, Suicide is also a good, last chance to do 
all the things you wanted to do but were too 
afraid to try. You're going to die anyway, so 
why not go sky diving on the way out? 

You're the boss, you're queen / king 
for a day. Now's the perfect time for choco- 
late, champagne-filled baths, and a trip to 
Paris. 

If you've got a credit card, run up 
debts you'll never pay. What are they going to do, dig you up out of the 
ground and attach a lien to your corpse? 

You might as well take your bloody time doing it right. Suicide is the one 
thing you can put off until you're ready. Not feeling shitty enough to hang 
yourself? Don't worry, you'll still feel bad next week. 

Take the time to mail nasty letters to all of your so-called friends. Tell 
them how you really feel. Make sure you send out a lot of copies, however. 
Don't just die clutching some feeble suicide note. No matter how eloquently 
written, your note will always be described as “rambling” by the authorities 
and media. Besides, you can't count on the cops to forward your last "fuck 
you” to your ex-lover (or whomever). Cops are killjoys that way. They treat 
suicide like an infectious poison, something to be hidden, covered up, left 
unexplained. Send those letters yourself! Who knows? Maybe you'll scar some 
guilt-ridden friends /enemies for the rest of their crummy lives. If you're really 
persuasive, you'll inspire a few copycat suicides. 

Now, how do you wanna do it? 

I've always been turned on by the bondage implications of a good hang- 
ing, but the real world pitfall is that things can go wrong, your neck gets elon- 
gated in an unsexy way, and sometimes it takes a long time before you stran- 
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A suicide kills two people, Maggie that's what it's for! -Arthur Miller 
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Note: Remember slit up the wrist, not across. 


gle. I’m even more thrilled by 
the guillotine - on paper, 
anyway, because if it’s any- 
thing like shaving, I can die without it. Ernest 

Hemingway preferred a gun, but I think that's too macho. I'd like something 
alittle friendlier, more interactive and maternal, like being castrated and then 
further dismembered slowly by a sincere, beautiful dominatrix. I love the idea 
of collaboration in suicide, having an audience, some external assistance. But, 
you know, if you actually had friends so sweet and tolerant that they would 
help make your suicide the funnest 
one possible, you probably would- 
n't need to kill yourself. 

Chances are - thanks to our 
uptight, completely repressive 
society, you'll be alone when you 
do it. I recommend an overdose of 
heroin or morphine - it’s painless 
and pleasurable. However, it can 
get expensive and there's always 
the dull possibility that you'll be 
rescued or wake up in a hospital. 
Surviving suicide is definitely 
uncool For one thing, merely 
attempting to kill yourself is 
against the law(!). Plus, you might 
have to deal with hyperactive rela- 
tives and friends, as well as poten- 
tial legal and medical complica- 
tions. Your life will probably be 
even worse than it was before (and 
then you'll really need to kill your- 
self). This reminds me of that 
marathon runner who got so 
despondent because she was losing 
her race that she spontaneously 
jumped off a bridge along the 
marathon route. Unfortunately, she 
suffered the suicide's worst night- 
mare: She lived. To make things 
worse, the fall left her paralyzed, 
which severely curtailed her ability 
to run or attempt suicide again. 

Could I recommend a mix and match self-immolation? You know, shoot 
up an overdose of heroin, swallow some poison, and light yourself on fire 
while jumping off a cliff or high building. That should keep the coroner busy 
trying to pin down your exact cause of death. 

And if you are going to kill yourself, try to make it fun. Get dressed up, 
preferably in white to better contrast with any blood you might spill. 
Remember, suicide isn’t all bad, just like life isn’t all good. If you're a tor- 
mented artiste, be reassured that your death might actually boost sales 4 la 
Sylvia Plath or John Kennedy Toole. But remember, timing is everything. 
Darby Crash had a great suicide all planned out, even to the point of posting 
a sign on the wall near where he slumped after O.D.ing which read, “Here lies 
Darby Crash.” Unfortunately, he had the bad luck to off himself on the same 
day that John Lennon got shot, so Darby didn’t get as much publicity as he 
could have. 

You're probably thinking, “Look, I’m so depressed, I don’t care if I’m 
famous. Let's get it over with.” Fine. Just don’t entertain any romantic notions 
about The Great Beyond (or The Not-So-Great Non). The same forces that 
invented “life” are also the same folks responsible for “death.” 

Ciao! 


WHO'S GOING TO GET My 
JAPANESE PROMO RARE EDITION! 
MORRISSEY CO's 27 
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SOUNTRACK TO THE 
PERFECT SUICIDE 


SHOOTING YERSELF — The obvious modern choice 

would be to break out “In Utero” but, for Kurt's sake, give 

yourself a little more room for some individuality 

Something bombastic and loud would seem to go along 

with the idea of blowing your brains to bits. Tchaikovsky's 

"1812 Overture” might be nice, as well as almost anything 

by Wagner. Early Carcass could do the trick, but you 

might be distracted 

if you start mosh- 

ing about the room 

| guess the same 

could be said about 

Napalm Death, 

early Entombed, 

Pitchshifter or any 

of the more speedy, 

heavy bands. Slow 

and heavy? Yes, 

Godflesh or Earth or 

early Black Sabbath or Cathedral or Sleeper or St. Vitus 

might just be the ticket for the last ride. May | also sug- 

gest taking a 45 of AC/DC's “Back in Black” and playing 

it at 33 1/3. Nothing is more heavy, and it'll give the 
police that extra satanic angle to chew on. 


SLITTING YER WRISTS — Kind of an elegant, dramatic 
choice, so go for something classy. Take a few guzzles of 
the bubbly before you do the deed and dig out that Henry 
Mancini record your parents gave you. My main man 
Hank served up some 

of the classiest, 

coolest soundtrack 

work in the late '50s 

and early '60s you're 

ever likely to hear 

People, this тап 

makes Martin Denny 

sound like Pussy 

Galore. If you aren't 

wearing a string of 

pearls or wearing 

your best suit as your 

veins empty into the 

tub, and if you're not 

listening to Hank 

Mancini on the Hi-Fi, you're nowheresville, man 


HANGING YERSELF — Well, | guess another obvious 
one here would be Joy Division, but lan wouldn't want 
you to be a copycat, now would he? Oh, hell, he's dead, 
he doesn't care. Something with a Western feel might be 
nice. Perhaps a Western-style hanging. A somber side by 
the Man in Black, Johnny Cash, might do it. Or how about 
something by Ennio Morricone from one of those 
“Spaghetti Westerns?” A little musical interlude from “The 
Good, the Bad and the Ugly,” perhaps? 


DRIVING OFF A CLIFF — It had better be loud, violent, 
and pissed. The Stooges’ “Funhouse,” no question. 
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Especially that last song on side two 
“L.A, Blues” or whatever the hell it's 
called. Punch it 


OVERDOSING — There's 50 тапу 

ways you can go with this. There's fol- 

lowing the orthodox “Junkie Jukebox” 

of the Stones, Lou Reed, Johnny 

Thunders, etc. but those are paths 

already beaten down. You want some- 

thing dreamy for the last dream 

Something by Debussy or Saint- 

Seans, maybe something oblique by Eno or Aphextwin, or 
trance-inducing drone power by Spacemen 3 or LaBradford 
or Main or LaMonte Young. An Indian mantra might be 
cool. But maybe that would give you a head trip about not 
being reincarnated properly. What the hell do you care? 
You're offing yourself. Let's face it: you did some question- 
able things in life and chances are, you won't come back to 
be the next Dalai Lama. Just throw on "Dreamweapon" by 
Spacemen 3 on infinite repeat, and go with it, 


CARBON MONOXIDE POISONING/SUFFOCATION - 
The ol’ car-in-the-garage-with-the-tube-from-tail-pipe-to- 
inside-of-car deal. What could be funnier than to have the 
authorities find your blue-lipped, bug-eyed lifeless corpse 
behind the wheel of your ride while blasting “Sesame Street 
Fever” or something equally saccharine? Think of the irony. 
"What a truly twisted fuck,” they'll all say! Actually, I'm sort 
of lifting this from the scene in the movie 
“Diva” where the skinhead guy falls down 
the elevator shaft and his earphone pops off 
and the audience realizes he's been listening 
to polka the whole time he's been a Bad 
Mood guy and killing people. Everyone 
appreciates a good sense of humor, no mat- 

ter what the occasion. 


CALLING FRANK SINATRA AN OLD, 
FAT, HAS-BEEN, WASHED-UP FOG 
HORN FROM JERSEY (AND MAYBE 
MAKING A REFERENCE TO THE SIZE OF 
HIS MEMBER AND THE CHASTITY OF 
HIS MOTHER, TO BOOT) - 
This would need to be said to 
his face in front of quite a few people with 
no trace of alcohol on your breath. See, if 
you were somewhat soused, ol' Frankie 
would chalk it up to youthful enthusiasm 
and would only have you ushered out and 
your ankles shattered or something. No, if 
you said it straight-up and serious-like, 
you would probably get to ride in the limo 
to an east river warehouse where you 
might get to hear a few bars of “High 
Hopes" while a guy named Nunzio sets your 
feet in a bucket of cement. Just having that kind of seat for 
a performance by the Chairman of the Board would make 
sinking to the bottom of a frigid, black river worth it, don't 


ONE by S. Feemster! 


you 
think? This sort of ties in with.. 


DROWNING YERSELF - The 

problem with this is, how do you 

listen to tunes while underwater? 

Sony or someone made those lit- 

tle Sport Walkman things a few 

years ago, but that would proba- 

bly only last for a few feet down. 

Of course, once you hit 40 or 50 feet 

below, your eardrums will implode, so you better make 

this musical selection short and sweet. A nautical theme 

would seem to be appropriate, but keep in mind the 

brevity factor. An early song by the Beach Boys would 

seem to be just the ticket and, hell, whenever | hear the 

Beach Boys, | want to kill myself anyway. There's also a 

tie-in with the 

drowning 

death of drum- 

5 mer Dennis 

Wilson, 50 

maybe don- 

ning an 

Hawaiian shirt, 

drinking a lot, 

and snorting a 

few pounds of 

coke might be 

a good idea 

before tying that anvil on your ankle and saying 
“Sayanora.” See, this way, the coroner will get the joke. 


2 


f 


LIGHTING YERSELF ON FIRE — What was that saying 
about the light that burns brighter? The perfect suicide for 
those outgoing personalities. When picking up that can of 
gasoline, you'd better pick a song to go out to. Something 
relating to fire and or Hell would seem reasonable. Let's 
see: “Light My Fire” by the Doors, “Highway to Hell” by 
AC/DC, “Kerosene” by Big Black, or maybe “Fever” DY 
Peggy Lee. That song by the Crazy World of Arthur Brown 
that starts out “I am the god of 
Hellfire..." etc. etc. Oh shit! 
Yes! Set up the boom box 
and throw on “Fire” by the 
Ohio Players! These guys 
could use the inevitable 
publicity, and its a fine, 
funky jam to burn outto, as 

it were. 


Well, kids, if you're plan- 

ning for the long goodbye, 

this will hopefully offer 

some ideas for your. listening 

pleasure. Remember, everyone likes a good song. Now, if 
we could only find out what Kurt had on the Hi-Fi... 


Give me sodomy or give me death. Gala 








their debut allum available on interscope records 
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What you should NOW PEENE 4ou 96... 
BY PAUL IANNONE 


Ever think about killing yourself? Most people have, but you have to ask yourself, why 
bother? Lots of people say the End's not real anyhow—you'll survive your efforts to snuff 
yourself. After a quick karmic hosing off (and maybe a kiss on the Ass of the Big Guy) 





you'll come right back. So what's the point? 


Granted, people might be wrong on this. You might be able to destroy yourself, 
permanently and reliably. Even so, we think you should know some of the issues involved 
in suicide so you're not in the dark when you decide to buy it. DON'T BLOW IT LIKE SO 
MANY! This may be the only chance you get to do something right in your life. 






Take this easy quiz... 
Fill in the blank: To me, death is 


A. totally acceptable — fuck life. 





B. all right, fine, wonderful, nothing to worry about; a fart. 

C. an illusion, no problem; painless, pass the morphine. 

D. all right but not that great; sort of a bummer; let's not talk about it. 

E. escapable, but it will cost you (yoga, retreats, BMW's for the guru). 

F. mournfully unacceptable, but unavoidable; who wants to live forever anyhow? 
G. totally unacceptable — fuck death. 











Scoring: If you chose any of these things, you think you know too much about death. Is this dangerous? Naw 
. but it does disqualify you from suicide at this time. Sorry. The tendency to know too much means you're not 
in fact as worthless as you feel, and are just being a pain in the 235 – or it means that you are in danger of fig- 









BUT WHAT IF | WANT TO KILL MYSELF BECAUSE | 
DON'T KNOW ANYTHING? 
People often ask us this, and it is one reason why Ben /s 
Dead mail clerks have such a high turnover rate. People, 
the drudgery of all your suicide notes, cluttered with 
these kinds of beginner's questions — really, haven't you 
done anything to inform yourself? The new girl Jessy is 
doing a good job so far...so please, let's try to be a lit- 
tle more sensitive to her needs, shall we? 
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uring out your life. Scary! But in either case, you shouldn't kill yourself just yet — the time is not ripe. 


Ask anyone — even people who you Know know 
nothing. They will gladly. tell you what to believe, not 
believe, do, not do — which actions and ideas affect your 
life and death entirely, a bit, or not at all. With such peo- 
ple on all sides, not knowing what's up is actually an 
excellent survival skill. Tough luck! Real ignorance like 
that takes a lifetime of work, so you'd better live out the 
decade at least. Soak yourself in the mass media, and 
even consider joining some clubs. One criteria is to 


Life is the process by means of which death chal 


restrict yourself to groups with a median age over forty- 
five. That way you are guaranteed of a good education 
every time someone opens their mouth. 


BUT WHAT IF THERE'S NO POINT TO LIVING? 
Tough question, but you came to us for the tough 
answers, and we certainly believe you chose wisely. 
Believing that life is a meaningless sojourn full of pain 
and anxiety is all too common these days 

True believers seem to know too much — the rest 
of us seem to know too little. So we're stuck somewhere 
between prayer and '! don't know.’ What if we can’t ever 
know The Truth? Our recommendation? If you must 
have some idea of what is going on, listen to all the 
arguments and pick out whatever sounds best to you 
(deep, huh?). On the positive side, you'll have some- 
thing to keep you company if you decide to linger here 
until you're old and decrepit. On the negative side, you'll 
be unable to kill yourself on a moment's notice — unfor- 
tunate but true. Most people will betray their friends ina 
flash, but everyone thinks twice about betraying an idea. 

Also, choose well! Making too many changes in 
your reason for living (or dying) will load you down with 
quilt, which is no mood to off yourself in. The key thing 
will be to keep it simple, so you'll remember your little 
piece of truth when you need it. 


WELL, WHAT /S THE RIGHT MOOD FOR SUICIDE? 
Glad you asked. Many people don't understand this 
crucial subject, so don't feel alone. In fact, feeling 
completely alone for all the wrong reasons is the most 
common error leading to the WRONG mood for killing 
yourself. You don't want to do it wrong, do you? Of 
course not. Don't confuse wanting to kill yourself with 
being QUALIFIED to do it! The correct mood will only 
be attained once you have gotten past such chintzy 
feelings as despair, dejection, and depression, the 
infamous 3-D's of a sloppy suicide. What you have 
there is poor self esteem, bucko — not a good reason 
to end your life with your own hand! It's probably just 
Post-Masturbation Stress Syndrome — certainly nota 
respectable motive for self-destruction. See a shrink 
or do some sit-ups — you're not ready to see the Grim 
Guy in the bathrobe just yet. 

You have to educate yourself! Read the works of 
an expert, like that Japanese guy — what's his name. And 
don't confuse honorable Japanese suicide with self- 
murder for Japan, like the ‘hara kiri dive bombers,’ who 
crashed their planes into American ships during W.W.II, 
mistakenly did. Little known, but entirely true (would we 
lie to you?), those dive bomber pifots were way whacked 
out on speed at the time. In fact, World War || was rum 
on speed. No bushido to that, that's for sure. Experts 
agree: Drugs make killing yourself too easy! 


PROPER RESEARCH WILL INSURE THAT EVERYONE 
WILL BE HAPPY YOU'RE GONE... 

We think you'll agree that you want to make Sure you 
have completely offended everyone who is anyone to 
you in this ‘Hotel of Death’ before you check out. Hasty, 
last minute departures can leave many important people 
out of your travel plans, to your dying regret. Don't be 
among the crowds of would-be suicide artists who try to 
clean up their Black Christmas shopping list with a last 
minute pass through a McDonald's full of strangers, 
weighted down with an uzi and a duffel bag of assorted, 
poorly-packed weaponry. How embarrassing! It makes 
you want to stop watching TV to see this kind of mean 
ingless, disorganized violence day after day. These sorts 





lenges us. Death is the active force. Life is the arena... 








of shameless displays only reveal the deranged, rushed 
anxiety of a schmo, someone who is ashamed to admit 
they were caught off guard by life's little betrayals. 

Poor preparation, people! It can be your downfall. 
How many times must we stress this point? These mani- 
acs out there just can't be bothered, thank you very 
much, to develop a plan for managed, comprehensive 
revenge. The group plan is entirely too sloppy: five min- 
utes here, five minutes there, reloading on the 
Tun. ..that's no way to end your days. And relying on the 
police to finish you off is the mark of a complete ama- 
teur! How humiliating! How sad! 

The proper method, of course, is to arm your ene- 
Ties with handguns, give them a few minutes to pee or 
have a last cup of coffee (or possibly save you the trou- 
ble), and then hunt them down in a locked post office 
wearing one or at most two pieces of superior firepower 
and a CD player with a decent pair of headphones. Well- 
chosen gunpower will garner you additional respect 
from the police and gun-toting public. Anything else is 
beneath you. To do it properly, you should set aside at 
least forty minutes, although an hour would allow you to 
relish any final begging. But no hostage standoffs! It's 
Suicide, remember — not some kind of tacky all-nighter. 


ISNT SUICIDE TACKY, NO MATTER HOW YOU DO IT? 
We know what you're thinking: what if it doesn't matter 
what we do or how we do it. Do we have to go on living 
simply because our suicide will be considered a social 
faux pas? Isn't a bloody suicide a huge fashion wrong? 

Well, we're not going to lie to you. You're going 
lo take some shit. Some people are going to say that 
quitting without a fight is for losers. And some people 
are going to be jealous because you were strong 
enough to lose early, while they go on because they 
are afraid not to. 

True philosophers and deep thinkers have always 
had to face the calumny of the populace, who prefer not 
to face up to their illusions. The tough choices required 
of you might indeed seem unreasonable to them. That's 
why you have to sell it to them! Making your case so 
people see the rightness of your Final Act ‘can be the 
Most difficult of all aspects of putting oneself out of 
one's misery. 


TAKE THE TIME TO HONE YOUR 
COMMUNICATIVE SKILLS! 

Obviously, you will want to make certain that any docu- 
ment detailing the nightmare of your tragic life is well 
written! Nothing is as embarrassing as leaving a poorly 
spell-checked suicide note. Style concerns also enter in, 
since your last work may find its way into print even 
though nothing else you ever wrote did. Recent news 
reports, for instance, would suggest that thanking your 
golfing buddies by name may be going a bit far. 
Similarly, we recommend against blaming others for 
what you have decided to do, which makes suicide 
sound like some kind of job. Where's the joy in that? 

We recommend you take writing classes, and 
spend a decade (at least!) chained to a word processor 
putting out a magazine like this one. While this may 
seem a terribly onerous path, it can't be denied that such 
'constantly-suicidal' work-experience immeasurably 
develops both your knowledge of punctuation rules (very 
handy for laying out an indented list of the wrongs you 
Suffered) and your capacity to reliably make others mis- 
erable. This is a well-tested route to suicidal certainty! 
You will know when you are ready. Any doubts will have 
been ground away. ..trust us. 











THE THREATS PEOPLE USE TO DISSUADE YOU — 
BE PREPARED!: 1 

Why Not #1: It's a sin. Admittedly, this one isn't used 
much anymore, but the fears of childhood gave us all a 
pretty good education in the medieval worldview. 
Children are fascinated with evil and good — most kid's 
"Wonder Years" sound more like Black Plague years. 
Kids know who they'll find behind the sky and the closet 
door, and are easily conned into prayer. But the usual 
Hell scare won't work on adults these days — we sent 
Apollo and Gemini (and some other pagan gods) off to 
fight God on his own turf, only to find that he ran off. Left 
the Devil as your next door neighbor. It's like Nietzsche 
Said — the Host is dead. Now it's just Death and us at the 
dinner table of Life — and we're for dessert. 


Why Not #2: It's bad karma. Here's a good reason for not 
offing yourself when you seem to be in a permanent bad 
mood, right? Nope. However much this Old World mag- 
ical idea helps fill in the huge holes in our idea of real- 
ity, it really doesn't fly. It is an old whore in the figuring- 
out-the-world department, and about as leaky as the 
Exxon Valdez. 

Compared to karma, the Golden Rule is a vastly 
more enlightened conception: treat others as you would 
like to be treated. It works in sex, it works on the street, 
and it makes you feel good in your tummy. It's an utterly 
feasonable, ethical plan of action. Karma replaces the 
fesults of good interpersonal ethics with a Santa Claus 
Superconsciousness that knows when you've been bad 
or good and hands out justice. It's nice to imagine the 
pendulum of justice slicing up all the bizarre shit that 
keeps falling from the sky, punishing our enemies and 
rewarding our toilet scrubbing. But what did the people 
in Nagasaki do that we've never done, and what did 
everyone in a plane crash do to make a mechanic acci- 
dentally torque a bolt wrong? What kind of repayment is 
involved in being Vietnamese in the '60s, or Rwandan 
now? After being Buddhists for a thousand years, I'd say 
the Vietnamese, at least, have grounds for asking for 
their money back. 

And karma isn't a standalone — it's a package deal. 
It requires a universe that upholds its principles. With 
karma you get reincarnation, no extra charge, since there 
is no way the tree of your actions can bear all its fruit in 
this one lifetime. You have to come back for your results, 
kinda like an AIDS test (please God — | didn't mean to 
Sleep around). 

Without reincarnation, where's the punishment? 
| mean, OK, Hitler died, so what? That's not a special 
punishment. I'd rather imagine him rotting forever in a 
concentration camp in Hell! The original theorists 
would have laughed at the idea of karma operating in 
a single lifetime. You come back, and unbeknownst to 
you, your mistakes all comes back with you, a hell 
hound on your trail. It is an appealing idea, blaming 
the mess we're in today on the past. But isn't that just 
Original Sin in a sari? 

Come on, even if Hitler came back and scrubbed 
the Ben Is Dead toilet with his tongue every Saturday 
morning forever, it's hard to see how he'd ever be able to 
pay it all back. An eye for an eye? If this theory is right, 
and you're feeling really fucked up right about now, you 
probably don't even have enough body parts to pay it off. 
We say: it's bunk! 


Why Not #2B: You're going to come back anyhow, just 
more fucked up. Turds! Where are they going to put 
everyone? The apartment's already been re-rented! 


And in that arena there are only two contenders at any time: Oneself and death. -Don Juan 





Maybe this idea seemed reasonable back when the 
earth's population was at the village level ("That baby 
looks like grandpa. ..same lack of bowel control, too."). 
But what about Today? Where did all the billions of new 
people come from? 

To make reincarnation work with our expanding 
population, you have to have transmigration. Depending 
on your actions you come back as something, we're not 
guaranteeing what. If you ask me, this takes a big stretch 
of the imagination. If that's the way it works, then | want 
to know how most of the people in positions of power 
ever got past slimemold. And you still have the problem 
of the population explosion. Legions of bugs who 
wanted to jack off to Cindy Crawford on MTV? It could 
explain a lot of the weird things people do. But you can 
breed trillions of brand new flies on a moldy hamburger 
in an afternoon! And all these are candidates for human 
birth? And what about bacteria? Now that's an immigra- 
tion nightmare! 

Reincarnation theory is just a way to put off having 
to face the finality of death. The weakest, least viable 
people in the world think they have the stuff to handle 
death and come back! They'll home in on the Astral stink 
of this particular shitpile Earth out of about a billion 
planets, and just pick up where they left off. But why 
come back tomorrow, if you can't even handle today? 
And why should we expect to reincarnate or transmigrate 
into the futur? WHY NOT INTO THE PAST? After all, in 
an Einsteinian Universe time is the arbitrary direction 
you're traveling (and atom bombs did explode as pre- 
dicted, so he's probably right about this one too). Past 
life regression? There ought to be a whole lot of future 
life regressions, not to mention, did | tell you about my 
four thousand lives as a water buffalo! Oh yeah, and | 
fucked Queen Elizabeths | & II (not the boat) and every 
pope since 1600. You too? 

Supposedly you can come back as a person if 
you're pure enough. But who is pure enough? And who 
decides? Right — the people who thought up the idea. 
Better not be gay, or weird, or experimental. Better not be 
reading this magazine! 

These ideas were originally à repressive, religious 
mechanism. You do what we say, or you're coming back 
as stinkbugs. Sure thing, man. 


Why Not $3: Who cares if you do? Everyone is con- 
vinced that their holy butt is worth so much to this weird, 
weird world! It's not. If life is tough — tough! You have to 
be strong enough to take some shit without folding, or 
someone will gladly take your place. You can be 
replaced. 

You have to grow up and face the music! That's 
what suicide is all about. So don't kid yourself. We like 
the idea that we get another chance — what better reason 
lo fuck up the one you have? But you have to get over it! 
Make the most of what you've got. Either stay and fight, 
or go and be strong about it. Either way, stay off your 
knees. 


We hope this little discussion has clarified the issues 
you need to face before you ship your baggage west 
some dark day when you've had enough. If you have any 
insights you would like to share with us on this subject, 
please put some kind of notice on the envelope, like 
“Suicide Ideas Enclosed” or something like that, so 
Jessy can just file it away and avoid getting so 
depressed. Her work really suffers for it, and you dont 
want that on your conscience, do you? 
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THE THREE BIG QUESTIONS 


by Paul lannone 


There are Three Big Questions you have to answer to have the 
possibility of anything like sentience. They are: “Why is there 
death?,” “Why is life so long?,” and “Why is life so mysterious?” 


Big Question #1: WHY IS THERE DEATH? 

In any world that | would have designed there would certainly be no death. | can't see a sin- 
gle reason for its being 'necessary—certainly nol the reasons usually given, you know, 
reduce the population explosion (if so, then why is the Earth so small?), send people off to 
next lives (begs the question), allow other souls a chance (more small Earth quibble), 
nature's way (a cop-out), organ wear-out (get some antioxidants and exercise), God's plan 
(plain old bullshit), etc. 

The answer to Big Question Number One is simple and clear: There is death because 
we need an incentive to get off our butts and become conscious. No death and we would | 
stay the same forever. No death and we wouldn't suffer gladly to change what has to be 
changed, to mature, to fix our fucked up lives so we have a chance to get a glimpse of real- 
ity. No death and we wouldn't have any hope of possibly becoming conscious enough that 
death becomes relatively meaningless, so maybe then we are ready to move on into some- 
thing completely different. Which brings us to. . 


Big Question #2: WHY IS LIFE SO LONG? 

| mean, if all you are going to do is repeat what you did yesterday, you could as easily have 
just croaked at 4 A.M. on your thirtieth birthday (which is when our Ben Is Dead scientists 
figure you reach the point where you've done everything at least once), and spared us all 
picking out presents every year. Since that's only about a third of your life, the simple sta- 
tistical fact is that at least two-thirds of human existence is a repeat. And boy does it feel 
like it! 

Answer? Life is as long as it is so we can try out new stuff, so we can develop our tal- 
ents to the point that we can become more than we would be without some very disturbing 
pressure and the time to respond. That's the point of change, which isn't just about becom- 
ing more like yourself, but also includes finding all sorts of parts of yourself you don't even 
really know about. And why do you need that? 

Because you need all your parts or you won't fly. 

If you are going to try and complete your spirit, go through amazing changes, and try 
and become real...you need some time. A few years won't be enough It's hardly worth 
bothering to find your way if you only have a year or two. Actually, if you intend to become 
real, you have to accept responsibility for your continued existence for decades. You can't 
afford to take unnecessary risks with your well-being (although it is probably impossible to 
become real without taking some risks). 

Immortality for most people would be like a good shit a million billion times in a row. 
They can't even imagine. They have no idea why they would want to continue. They have no 
conception of the kind of creativity-at-large that eternity requires. They are unqualified to 
maybe live forever. 

It takes a long time to develop the qualities of infinity. So there you have it. The sec- 
ond easy answer. 


And finally, Big Question #3: WHY IS LIFE SO MYSTERIOUS? 

The Third Big Question is perhaps the toughest to figure out, especially if you tangle with if 
before you've tackled the first two. After all, if you don't know that have (and will need) all 
the time life gives you, you will fall apart when you run into the open-endedness of the mys- 
teries that surround us. And if you don't know about death, thinking maybe you're going to 
come back again and again, well, just put the ruby in your turban and call yourself 
Houdini—any mysteries you stumble on will just enhance your ego-trip. You're not going 
to take your life anywhere near seriously enough to consider disciplining yourself. Maybe 
you can play the mystic trip a bit, and get laid fcr your trouble. But you won't be going any: 
where for real. Why should you, since your act is working? 

Or maybé you're wondering what mysteries | mean. You can't conceive of this 
Question if you don't experience the fact it's based on. This is an important observatio 
You're moving too fast, taking too much for granted. Slow down and let your head unwi 
space a little, and you will be blown away by the strange beautiful world you're livit 
through. 

The world is rife with mysteries, and the Third Big Question looks at them to deter 
mine if there are any practicalities to be had in them. In fact, you don't have to travel 
before the practicalities are jumping out at you from all angles. And what's the value of that? 
Well, with enough Practicalities about consciousness, enough time, and a brutal sense 
your incentive (your potential death), you just might make something of your various sel 

We need lots of mysteries, so we can't hang on to our limited idea of things, so 
let go enough to flow with secret being. We need lots of Mysteries so we forget who we af 
and float free of our weird stresses and nasty lifestyles. We need all Three Big Questions 
we can make something of our time here, and maybe something of time itself. 
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ARCHERS OF LOAF - WEB IN FRONT/BATHROOM B/W 
TATYANA [7] 

Okay, these guys are from North Carolina and they havea clever/ 
Stupid name and they are on Alias, so | wanted to hate them — 
but | didn't. It doesn't make me Quiver and foam at the mouth 
(very little does, besides Johnny Cash, a good cigar, or a cherry- 
mini cooper), but | was tapping my toes along in time. If these 
guys were playing on one side of the street, and | was on the 
other, I'd cross. —Scott Feemster (Alias) 


AZALIA SNAIL — FUMAROLE RISING [CD] 

There was an annoying early '80s next big thing to come out of 
England called Strawberry Switchblade that reminds me of 
Azalia's voice. That it wasn't Led Zeppelin was enough to make 
a teenager smash the radio that spewed that shit right against 
the fucking wall. Maybe for that reason alone, her voice crawls 
up and down my spine. Not that Azalia's stuff is all rotten or 
anything; moments of her second full length CD are reminis- 
Cent of King Missle psychedelia without their dorky sense of 
humor. And that's a good thing. She comes from the same do- 
it-yourself recording school as Ween and Bongwater. I'd rec- 
ommend this one if | wasn't so traumatized as a young buck. — 
D. Gomez (Funky Mushroom) 


BLAST OFF COUNTRY STYLE — COME ON AND FEEL 

Im sure this was a blast for them to make. It's inside jokes, 
cutsey singing, references to'70s TV commercials, lots of mis- 
lakes. The recording studio was their Playpen. Now's the hard 
part: WHO THE FUCK IN THEIR RIGHT FUCKING MIND THAT 
ISN'T DATING ONE OF THESE IDIOTS WOULD LIKE THIS 
SHIT??? It's just too damn cute for its own good, like a Shirley 
Temple wanna-be or a Brazil 66 or a “punk rock" girl with a 
lunch pail. Maybe some whitey from Virginia would pay good 
hard money to put this out, but it doesn't mean that you have to 
get sick. —D. Gomez 


COMBUSTIBLE EDISON — |, SWINGER [CD] 

Well, you knew it had to happen eventually — with all the swing- 
ing hipsters digging through thrift stores and mom's or 
grandmother's record collection searching for those Martin 
Denny or Arthur Lyman platters. You knew some of those hipsters 
would take up organ and bongo and figure out how to replicate 
the stuff, Enter Combustible Edison, They have written songs 
for that special tiki lounge that exists in all our imaginations, 
plus a Kurt Weill number and a Nino Rota theme fo assure us of 
their impeccable taste. Throw this on the Hi-Fi and fee! like youre 
Zooming around the streets of a far away capitol with “Scotty” 





and “Kelly,” trapped forever in an episode of "I Spy." High praise, 
indeed. -Scott Feemster (Sub Pop) 


CRAW- CD 

Every once in a while during the 69 minutes of this CD | was 
awestruck. The downside is that sometimes the vocalist sounds 
like he wants to be in a more popular "| can finally quit my day 
job" band. As far as "alternative" music goes, this blows doors 
On most all of it. Though I wouldn't kill myself over this or any- 
thing. Minus the vocals I'd call them Neurosis clones. With the 
vocals they remind me of the new breed of San Diego punker 
rock. Dig it if you will. -Evan (Choke, Inc. 1376 W. Grand, Chi- 
cago, IL 60622) 


DAZZLING KILLMAN — FACE OF COLLAPSE [CD] 

Gee, this was produced by Steve “I look exactly like Grover from 
Sesame Street with glasses” Albini? Grind-o-Matic guitars, 
Pounding drums, and a singer who screams his head off and it 
was produced by Steve Albini? Oh, my word. This is quite good 
for that Tar-type-Chicago-belching-smoke-and-meaning-it-man 
sound. In short, | like it, but why does little Stevie have to be 
twiddling the knobs on all releases of this ilk? Is he the Pope of 
Aggro/Throb/Noise? Just a question. Scott Feemster (Skingraft) 


DISTORTED PONY — INSTANT WINNER [CD] 

Ifthis was a just world, mostpeople would know Distorted Ponys 
music like they know their own names. As the years go by, while 
many dispensable "alternative" bands get lost like dirty socks 
under the bed, this release will be the one least likely to be seen 
in the used bin. This is Distorted Pony's third and final release 
(sadly they broke up after recording this.) All of the separate 
elements of the band fuse together cohesively, not one instru- 
ment or note out of place. Their sound/noise instrumentation 
Serves as a background for their tales of loneliness and despair, 
S0 much so that it would make Joy Division seem as light as 
Julianna Hatfield. Guitarist, David U. serves as narrator of his 
different neurosis and obsessions while bassist, Tricia, sings 
with such conviction that you can taste the hurt like blood in 
your mouth after being black-jacked in the face. This album 
Tanks up there with Slint's "Spiderland" and Bitch Magnets "Ben 
Hur" as the only Big Black influenced bands that have taken 
their style farther than their mentors. Get it before most people 
don't. —D. Gomez (Trance Syndicate) 


THE FENWICKS — MEMBER OF NO TRIBE [CD] 
Oh shit, even before | plunk this in the aluminum sound disc 
reproduction device, | see the band picture on the back. They're 


When you get pain you deserve it you deserve it you deserve it. -Swans 





all standing in a wading pool with the quy in the front dressed as 
nuns habit with a bunch of knick-knacks all over it anda "Boy. 
aren't | a crazy bastard” look on his face. The music sounds ime 
the Violent Femmes’ happy littie brothers backing up Bert team 
Sesame Street on vocals. Kill me now, Lord. dont give clever 
earnest college guys acoustic guitars and too much Sme on 
their hands. Just don't do it. -Scott Feemster (Guitar Acoustics 





FLOUR — FOURTH AND FINAL [CD] 

| kinda forgot about this band (actually, ifs only one guy 
I'm glad Touch and Go persevered enough to com him to do 
more. Noisy melodies abound on this one as they did on praxi- 
ous releases. For reference, this guy (Peter Conway) has been im 
Breaking Circus and Riflesport, and while this cruises in тезге 
areas, its a little more focused. The early New Wave influences 
(Voidoids et. al) are evident. If you can stand a drum machine 
(used like Big Black did), then give it a try. -Evan (Touch & Gal 
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GASTR DEL SOL — CROOKT, CRACKT, OR FLY [CD] 

Under the heading: "How to get more out of yer acoustic fat- 
top,” see the crossfile: "Wacking that Money with your hands 
tied behind your earlobes.” This is Dewey Decimal for kx 
that special something and too much Ritalin and Pixie Sids 
rushing through their veins. Like Rick said on New Year's Eye. 
"Scott, I wish you'd speak English, | can't understand you.” Now 
how could he answer me, if he didn't understand? It's the жаст 
creeping schizophrenic hum the kids will never dance to. -Ses 
Feemster (Drag City) 





GIANT'S CHAIR — HOT BOY [7] 

Traditional 4/4 boring music. Nothing new. Their time Spent on 
the packaging should have been put into the music. A ste 
with Holden Caulfield, Full of drum rolls and bor ng changes 
Perfect for any pop radio station in America. But no further. -7 
Larry (Sponge Records) 


HORACE PINKER — POWER TOOLS [CD] 

Was going to put their promo pict in the “Sassy” issue. It just sc 
happens that one of the boys is wearing a Ben Is Dead tee anc 
that's qualification enough, Couldn't fit it in though and before 
you know it they're the talk of the town and all | have to say to 
other budding musicians is "See what a Ben Is Dead shirt сал 
do for your career!” It's truly unbelievable... the Ben Is Dead 
shirt, not their music. To steal a quote, “It was no different then” 
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DR. JACK KEVORKIAN’S “WAR”: A disembodied human head on a table platter 
with a worm-ridden apple in its mouth. The headless torso sits ramrod - straight 
while holding a carving fork and bayonet, while Mars, the god of war, stands 
behind assisting in the carving. The salt and peppershakers are heavy aerial 
bombs. The serving bowls, a “tommy-style” helmet on the left and a German 
helmet with Wehrmacht insignia on the right, are filled with WWil-era Allied and 
Axis grave markers and live rounds. The working title was “Gourmet.” 


and this music wasn't much different then either. Pop punk/ 
hardcore with harmonizing, and some heavy parts that probably 
insured the Earache Label's interest. Its another one of those 
“This would have been great five, ten years ago,” which would 
only matter perhaps if you already enjoyed this music then. 
Maybe I'm just being a pisser — lots of bands are still doing this 
stuff (and this band happens to do it decently). So, if you like 
this shit Im sure Horace would top your playlist. And h.c. Jaw- 
breaker and Fugazi fans might be wantin’ to check this out as 
well. Fave song: the instrumental “Power Tools." Fave cover 
"Our Lips are Sealed” (yummy vocals). Fave lyrics: “I use to lie 
awake at night, imagine what it's like not to be alive, my stom- 
ach punctured bleeding out all | couldn't see, when | look to the 
future, there was so much to hate, and now | see so much lost, 
all | think is will | ever be free of it all." -Darby (Earache Records) 


CHRIS KORDA — SAVE THE PLANET, KILL YOURSELF [12"] 
This 12” is on the new Kevorkian Records and the music is 
supposedly by the same guy who invented the “Save the Planet, 
Kill Yourself" bumper sticker. Wow, ain't that exciting. Poor thing; 
he should have quit while he was ahead — and taken his own 
advice. This kind of shit could easily inspire mass suicides. 
Although it may bring Kevorkian some more business — was 
that the idea? P.S. Added bonus: There is a stupid plastic rope 
included with incorrect directions on how to tie a noose. -Darby 
(РО. Box 261, Somerville, MA 02143) 


PRAXIS — SACRAFIST [CD] 

Whereas, in our musical journey we come upon a tribe of 
skunked-out Japanese Rastafarians with a need for speed metal 
and some crazy fuckin' acid, man. Well, not really. How about 
Parliament-Funkadelic disappearing up Napalm Death's butt 
while smoking the mad professor's toenails and dreaming of 
the Boredoms? Who says psychadelia is dead? It just came back 
and was birthed out of the musical stew of the last 20 years and 
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picked up a bad attitude. It's called Praxis 
and has Bill Laswell, John Zorn, 
Buckethead, Bootsy Collins , Mick Har- 
ris, Yamatsuka Eye, etc. etc., combin- 
ing strengths for a hard-edged space 
fonky freakout. I'm so confused (but | 
like it.) -Scott Feemster (Subharmonic) 


RODAN — RUSTY [CD] 

We're coming to that sticky point where 
punk is fusing with prog-rock and com- 
ing out the other side as this well-oiled 
precise, noisy animal. We have Rodan 
here. | would have certain complaints 
with this, if the technique stomped on 
the emotive thang, but Rodan has 
enough heart-fueled punch to make the 
ride a good one, if occasionally a bit 
ponderous. Scott Feemster (1/4 Stick) 


RUN WESTY RUN — DAVID'S DRUM 
[CD] 

Justa teeny bit above the dreaded "bar 
rock.” One can imagine the whole joint 
throwing beer and bouncing along to the 
chords of “Yellow.” But it ain't tripping 
my trigger here at Feemster Sound Con- 
trol. It's only a three-song single, so I'm 
not too damaged. —Scott Feemster (Big 
Money, Inc.) 


SEXPLOITATION — BLACK ACID JIG 
[7] 

The name sez it all: Methodical, 
schwarmy, jello-y, '50s-'60s, chunka- 
chunka freaky acid space out! And kinda 
sexy! The singer's barely decipherable 
tribal sweatlodge vocals sound a bit like 
Perry Ferrel in his PSI-COM days. Sur- 
prisingly good! "Golden Shower Hour 
Power" on the other hand is a VAN HALEN Hollywood pay-to- 
play rock damage atrocity set to socially unacceptable lyrics 
about pissing on yer buddies. The stupid as.all fuck guitar solo 
is the final nail in the coffin. Take the grinder to this cut! "Shake" 
is amore distant and understated piece. My advice to this group 
of bisexual Boston bad boys: stay away from the jock rock, kids. 
Go with the art phag shit. After destroying "Golden Shower Hour 
Power" this single is well worth the 99 cent cover price — if 
nothing else for the pictures of the two band members fucking 
the donkey on the back cover. —Ethan (Sexploitation, P.0.Box 
85, Foxboro, MA, 02035) 


















































thing. It's all very clever, but | guess | miss the point. -Scott 
Feemster (Taang!, PO Box 51, Auburndale, MA 02166) 


STILLBORN — THE PERMANENT SOLUTION [CD] 

Swedish metal that lacks any intensity at all. This is as watered- 
down as a Bon Jovi record. The vocalist definitely needs to be 
fined for this performance. May | quote their press sheet? “Some 
journalists hated it for being so abrasive and depressing, while 
others praised it for being one of the heaviest Swedish doom 
rock albums they ve ever heard! This 11 song album tends to 
revert back to older influences like early Danzig and Black Sab- 
bath while the guitars push the bands point accros [sic] smoothly, 
moving from slow, crunching hard rock to medium paced tech- 
nical metal with no problems at all. This album will tear you 
apart and leave you loving every minute of it.” Oh come on! 
Don't make me laugh. Doom rock! Jesus, they are from the same 
country as Bathory and they have the balls to compare them- 
selves? | give up. Evan (Century Media Records) 


SUPERCHUNK — FOOLISH [CD] 

Oh Superchunk, SUPERCHUNK! What can be said about this 
band that hasn't been said already? You already know that A) 
This band writes "brilliant pop songs"; B) The bass player is a 
babe; C) They are still indie when bands with 1/32 of their talent 
are signing their lives away to the majors (Butt Trumpet are you 
listening?); D) And most people if asked, can't make it all the 
way through a Superchunk record all the way through without 
skipping ahead to their favorite song. The thing to say for 
Superchunk is at least they're consistent, something that they 
haven't slacked off on at any point of their punk rock careers. 
The album is a winner for the song, “Why Do You Have To Put A 
Date On Everything?”, a song that will be long sung for scenesters 
that haven't done anything in years yet still feel the need for 
self-importance, "Like A Fool" is something a little different for 
these folks, more of an indication on the influence that Slint has 
had on most bands these days. At any rate, Superchunk has put 
aanother release out that makes it okay to say | still listen to this 
shit after many a year. -D. Gomez (Merge Records) 


"VELOCITY GIRL — jSIMPATICO! [CD] 

Velocity Girl get me off in the same way Throwing Muses use to 
— right there in the heart of the clitoris. Sorta crude but it's the 
only way to describe it. | want to masturbate with her voice. So 
many dimensions (see “Tripping Wires”). She gets me off, soft 
and sweet, So it's no wonder | HATE all the songs guitarist 
"Archie" sings on... He actually sings a "badap ba" thing on 
one of the songs. Ugh yeck NO! (Leave that shit to Duran Duran). 
Sarah should sing her own backing vocals, | don't care if she 
needs a tape to back her up during live shows, | don't care. 
Archie should sing vocals for another band. What does he want 
to be, John Doe? He's making Velocity Girl into a bad Downey 










SLOW LORIS — IN SEARCH OF THE MON- 
KEY GIRL [7"] 

Slow Loris has a strange acoustic lilt that 
has a certain otherworldly feel that keeps 
them out of 10,000 Maniacs territory (thank 
the Lawd.) It's weird, but they remind me a 
bit of the '80s combo Eyeless in Gaza. They 
have the same sort of preciousness versus 
heartache sound that made that band inter- 
esting. | could hear more, no problem. Scott 
Feemster (PO Box 14665, Richmond, VA 
23221) 
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SPORE — GIANT [CD] 

This either reminds me of two fast trains run- 
ning off in two directions or watching TV with 
the vertical hold off. It starts. It stops. It sput- 
ters. It soars. It comes, it goes, it does new 
wave dances in the hall. It skronks the six 
strings and... give up. The guitar is chunky 
enough to want me to sink my teeth in, but 
then the herky-jerk underpinnings pull the 
carpet out from under me before I get to any- 
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I wished I could stop but I could not. I had no other thrill or happiness. -Des Nilse! 
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HOOVER ‘Lurid Traversal of Rc7'* © 
IGNITION ‘Compieg Semien CD ©) 
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. HOLY ROLLERS 10-Song LP* © 
. SLANT 6 3-Song7" ® 
. HOLY ROLLERS 2-Song7" ® 
. SCREAM ‘Fumble’ (Final Studio Session) t © 
. SCREAM ‘Fumble’ + ‘Banging the Drum’ © 
. SCREAM ‘Still Screaming’ + ‘This Side Up’ © 
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please send one US $ or DISCHORD LIST of records, send 
4 US stamps or 4 IRCs us a US stamp or an IRC 
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Mildew — and | want Velocity Girl back. 
Oh, m hurting so much right now. | don't 
even really like the music. Sure, its cleaner 
on this release but what's the use if you 
don't want to hear it. It used to be up there 
with fuckin Psychocandy and 
now. ....They're going to be playing this on 
KROQ to top it all off. Okay, I'm going to 
calm down, stick “Copacetic” in, and see 
if | can't find my way through this thing. 
Oh Sarah, why, why! -Darby (Sub Pop) 


THE WALLMEN — NOT TOO LONG TIME 
SOUND [CD] 

| am a busy man. Time permitting, | can 
spend a few minutes listening to some new 
music. Because of my contractual obliga- 
tions with this publication, | often find my- 
self writing about the experience. The first 
song almost sent this sailing, and the 
Walkman should thank me for the patience 
| exercised when I found the "skip" button 
instead of the "stop" button. This trend 
continued until | reached the fourth song, 
“Hank Jr.” This is probably the saving grace 
of the record, a droning/distortion anthem 
with the tremolo to drag these guys out of 
three-chord hell. The next song, “Dickerman,” isa "by the books" 
punk number with a touch of '70s spazzo flair. The next song is 
an acoustic number that didn’t quite hit the right nerves. Back to 
the redundant pop shit, and I've had enough. Punk rock "n roll = 
three chords / oldies x the Ramones and | ain't all that impressed. 
—Evan (Bar None) 


VARIOUS ARTISTS 

AUTO BODY EXPERIENCE — [CD] 

|| seems to be a collection of mostly tepid, Hollywood-influ- 
enced p. rock with that Big Rawk attitude. Three chord punky 
fun is a lovely thing in capable hands, and some of these bands 
rise above the pack, but very few. Superkools do a good job 
with fuzz and the progression from "Stepping Stone," Crawlspace 
show alittle jazzbo muscle, the Humpers give a little Motor City 
nitro to their song, and Shoeface win the contest hands-down 
for no other reason than the singer sounds like he's out for blood, 
rather than a contract. Overall, it makes me want to blow up 
Hollywood. No wonder the rest of the U.S. hates us -Scott 
Feemster (Trigon) 


OZONE SAMPLER 

For the past two years, l've been badgering anyone who will 
listen to try to convince people that the real center of the musi- 
cal universe is not Seattle or (you've got be kidding) San Diego. 
The real hot spot for wild, unformulaic music and lurid live per- 
formances is Atlanta. Because bands like Snatch, Dirt, Bad Egg 
Salad, and the Impotent Sea Snakes have never or rarely toured 
on the West Coast, Atlanta has become more like Atlantis: far 
away, legendary, mystical 

This compilation includes a lot of weird, twisted 
prog rock/punk rock mixtures like Spider Virus and King Kill 
33° as well as the more flat-out punk garage of The Go-Devil's 
“Can't Get High Enough.” The Sea Snakes check in with “Ebony 
Whore,” one in a long series of songs dealing with prostitution, 
flatulence, and semi-racism. This song is cool but nothing like 
their earlier hardcore classic, “Pope John Paul Can Suck My 
Dick.” 

No, the real revelation on this mostly outstanding 
collection is two weird, totally different cuts by The Hookers. 
"Born to Die,” a short, fast, kinetic blast, is like the final word on 
punk anthems like “Born to Lose,” the next logical progression 
in the G.G. Allin/Johnny Thunders continuum. It seems that lead 
singer Czech Mike, a self-mutilating émigré from Pre-Glasnost 
Czechoslovakia, thinks he's the reincarnation of John Lee Hooker 
mixed with Kickboy Face and John Holmes. Whereas “Born to 
Die” is laconic, brief, and immediate, "Poor Virgin Mary" is 
dreamy, lazy, sprawling and utterly haunting, especially with 
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Etreme case of sadomasochism. This man inserted large dildos into his anus and 
with the trapeze-like contraption could produce in-and-out movements by flexing 
his knees. The cause of death was a heart attack. 


Donna Smith's un-God-like Gospel-ish backing vocals. “Put the 
money back,” sings Mike over a swirl of a jazzy, dragging, bluesy 
groove which doesn't just ramble but escalates and deepens 
and sinks in a non-trad swamp of sounds until the whole song 
disappears in a void of harmonica/subway station echoes. It's 
as if the Rolling Stones re-did "Moonlight Mile" in the 1990s 
with newfound cynicism and blood-letting. —Falling James (Alien 
Records) 


YELLOW PILLS: THE BEST OF AMERICAN POP! — CD 
“The term ‘Power Pop’ is a double-edged sword — it's simulta- 
neously descriptive of a particular music style and a hindrance 
to certain bands who must shield 
themselves from the disrespect 
hurled at them because they play 
melodies, not mayhem." So begins 
Jordan Oakes’ liner notes for this 
CD, the audio companion to his 
power-pop fanzine of the same 
name. The name comes from a song 
by 20/20, a now-reunited late 705 
band whom Oakes clearly reveres as 
one of the definitive groups of the 
genre. 


mace of 


To some, power pop 
means any music that isn't com- 
pletely atonal, noisy, dirge-slow or 
waif-mellow. Pronto Records’ pop 
collections including last year's 
M.E.G. sampler feature everything 
from the quirky art-bubblegum of 
Sugarplastic to the buzzsaw retro- 
punk of Glue. Judging from the se- 
lection of bands on Yellow Pills, 
Oakes’ definition is somewhat more 
limited. In describing the album's 
twenty-one artists, Badfinger and 
Big Star are each mentioned twice, 
the Beatles three times, and the 
Raspberries six, count ‘em, six 
times. In fact, one of the Raspber- 
ries even has a rare, rather slipshod 
demo-quality track on the album. 

There's nothing wrong 
with being a little Raspberries-ob- 
sessed. And I've spent many years 
defending bands, including my own, 
who suffered from the prejudice of 
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which Oakes speaks. But no stereotype exists with- 
out some basis in fact, and the fact is, there are a 
lot of crummy power pop bands out there. There 
is something noble about undertaking the task of 
writing and playing crafted, melodic music. Its 
much more difficult and generally less lucrative 
than many other instant-groovy-just-add-water 
formulas. On the other hand, if the melodies are 
only halfway there, not much else is offered in the 
way of innovation, originality, adrenaline-puking 
aggression, or zany lyrics. 

Unfortunately, nearly half Yellow Pills’ 
tracks are of the torturously dull G-C-D ad nau- 
seam variety. The 20/20 track is horrifyingly 
boogie-idiot. The Spongetones are a good argu- 
ment for preventing a skinny-tie rock revival, while 
Devin Hill proves that the world doesn't need an- 
other off-key Alex Chilton wannabe. These guys 
—with the exception of Susan Cowsill playing tam- 
bourine on her brother Bob's track, every musi- 
cian on the album is a guy — could pick up a few 
pointers about the strategically-placed minor 7th 
chord from the album's few really promising 
bands, particularly The Vandalias (imagine Brian 
Wilson jamming with Candy). Three Hour Tour 
show that an embarrassingly bad name can be- 
Jong toa good band, though this cut pales in com- 
parison to their faboo indie 45 "Valentine's Day" (if anyone read- 
ing this knows where | can get a copy, l'm begging you P 
None of the cuts can hold a candle to a power pop masterpiece 
like the Plimsouls' "A Million Miles Away," but Jim Basnight's 
“Rest Up" does try. In short, there are a lot of guys out there with 
their good taste in music and their bad taste in clothes and hair- 
cuts, living in a vacuum and pouring their hearts into these little 
demos, and not all of them are completely lame. Yellow Pills is 
not without its moments, and is of course a collector-completist's 
wet dream, but remember, for the price of a new CD, you could 
buy all the Rubinoos and Nick Lowe records from the 99-cent 
bins. -Gwynne Kahn 
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Don't die without Jesus. -Bumpersticker 








RETRO COES BROARWAY 


by Katy Krassner 


Hey, it’s Retro Girl. I was a bit perplexed 
when I was asked to write something for the 
Black Issue. Being such a happy, sunny, per- 
son, I didn’t know what I'd write about. But, 
then I put my retro hat on, thought a bit and 
it hit me, “Zowee!”, I exclaimed, “I think I'll 
get me some tickets to see Blood Brothers on 
Broadway, starring David and Shaun 
Cassidy!” Marvy idea. Let's look together at 
all the ways this experience came to repre- 
sent depression, despair, torture, murder and 
death, shall we? 

Well, first of all, there is sucha thing 
asa "career death" and many in the cast were 
in danger of becoming extinct. This was 
surely the case for David and Shaun, not to 
mention Adrian Zhmed. Yes, the Adrian 
Zhmed! He plays the narrator in Blood Broth- 
ers, but you may remember him as 
"Romano" on T] Hooker or as the host of 
Dance Fever. For those really in the retro- 
know, he was also "Johnny" in Grease II. He 
was the cool rider who lost "Pink Lady" 
Michelle Pfeiffer to mega-babe Maxwell 
Caufield (who's married in real life to the 
Nanny from Nanny and the Professor) and 
ended up with Lorna Luft instead. Our poor 
Adrian had fallen into career obscurity, but 
being cast as the narrator rescued him. And 
you know what the coolest thing was about 
seeing Adrian again after all these years? He 
still has the same hairstyle! Wicked... 

As for Shaun (The Hardy Boys, 1/ 
30/77 — 8/26/79) and David (The Partridge 
Family, 11/25/70 — 8/31/74), this theatrical 
experience has definitely saved them from 
the dinner theatre circuit. It even got them 
on the cover of People and boosted David's 
career enough to have him — not Danny 
Bonaduce - host MTV's Partridge Family 
weekend. Now, I was always a bigger fan of 
the Partridge Family than the Hardy Boys but, 
I still couldn't help my excitement over the 
prospect of seeing the Cassidy brothers to- 
gether on one stage. 

Our second encounter with those 
things black would have to be despair. There 
was some heinous traffic in the city that day, 
and my blood pressure was at an all time 
high (we're talkin' boiling). My mom and I 
flew through the door just as the orchestra 
was striking up the first song. God bless 
Petula Clark (another career saved from 
death, though being the only real Brit in the 
cast she had one up on David, Shaun and 
Adrian - everyone knows that the English 
never let go of their idols — see Cliff Richard 
for reassurance. ) What inspired the casting 
director? Petula, a one time teen idol herself, 
playing the mother of "Mickey" and "Eddie" 


(David and Shaun) - twins separated at 
birth! Enough of that, back to the despair. 
Someone in the theatre reeked! We're talk- 
ing major B.O. here, and we were getting 
nauseous. The theatre was hot, so the smell 
was not going anywhere, and the woman 
next to my mom was practically laying on 
her lap. It was a bummer, no doubt, but not 
as torturously awful as what was to happen 
next! I was kinda getting into the show-tick- 
led at David's cockney accent and Shaun's 
snooty one - when no quicker than you 
could say "Da Do Ron Ron" was there an 
announcement that David Cassidy was feel- 
ing ill and would not be able to continue his 
performance!! Despair times infinity! Hadn't 
I paid $60 for this shit and now David 


Death has a thousand doors to let out life; I shall find just one. -Phillip Massinger 


Cassidy had diarrhea (it musthave been that 
‘cause he looked and sounded fine to me)!!! 
Oh, dark cloud of doom, need you follow 
me everywhere? 

Thus leading me to my fourth state 
of blackness: Depression. I was seriously 
bummed. Even more bummed ‘cause when 
I complained to the box office, I got the I- 
had-four-years-of-college-and-I'm-trying-to- 
make-it-as-an-actor-so-I-could-care-less- 
about-your-problems response of "Sorry 
Miss, there's nothing we can do." Did some- 
one actually call me “Miss?” Hello to my fifth 
and final dark emotion — the need to mur- 
der this moron. After this experience, Retro 
Girl has decided to stick with the '80s. I hear 
A Flock of Seagulls are doing Summerstock. 
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BY PETER PLATE 


BOOK REVIEW BY JESSY JONES 


“Death was something the American people didn't 
like to talk about. There was a quirk in the culture that 
refused to look the issue in the eye and call it by its name. 
The creature that cheated everyone of their lives, 
Americans hated death. And to make things worse, over 
the years of industrial economic boom, the medical 
industry had given everyone the false impression that, 
sooner or later, they would have the means to live forever. 
Americans could exist for eternity. Even Walt Disney pro- 
moted that line... .For all of the vaunted mythology about 
Americans and their sense of spontaneity, there had never 
been a people more involved with the past or the future. 
Today was sacrificed to tomorrow. Yesterday had already 
been buried by nostalgia.” 

The setting is a small dusty town called Desertville The 
images that come to mind when you think of a place called 
Desertville are exactly what Desertville is: an outpost far away 
from the rest of the world isolated in dust and heat The peo- 
ple are dying — of boredom, suburban living, and old age. It's 
an industrialized geriatric oasis — the future Los Angeles. The 
elderly flock from all over to live where they can avoid any- 

thing at all to do with death. Because they know that if you 
ignore it, it will go away. Right! So, corporate hell 

is moving in on the very profitable mortality 

business and the town doesn’t want 

anybody messing with the sta- 

tus quo because that 

would mean that 


A KAMIKAZE IN HER EYES 


the investors would take their 
bundles of money elsewhere. Enter 

Doctor Ellsworth. This man sees that 

the world is populated more by people 
afraid of living than of dying and realizes that 
he can help them 

face their fears by 

bringing death into the 

vanguard of existence. As he 
focuses on this, Doctor 
Ellsworth grows more and 
more disenchanted and sepa- 
rate from his patients and the 
world around him. He leaves 
his wife; she always liked 
women more than men any- 
way. As is grossly typical of 
men, he immediately starts 
humping Mieky, his hot 
young(er) nurse. She 
teaches him how to fuck 
Throughout the book there 

is a comparison drawn 
between orgasm and death 
that should not be over- 
looked but the concept 
isnt elaborated upon til 

the very end. 

This is all secondary to the Doctor's plans for build- 
ing a death / euthanasia machine in which the patient has 
only to push a button to send a tranquilizer into her arm and 
shoot a lethal concoction to deliver the final everlasting 
sleep. He wants to change the code of medical philosophy 
by creating another sect of medicine centered around the 
clasp of mortality 

“Not that Doctor Ellsworth was against longevity, but 
in the course of his career he found death was a more pro- 


4 OUT OF 5 DENTISTS SURVEYED RECOMMEND 
SONIC BUBLEGUM 


For Complete Catalog Send SASE to: 
P.O. Box 35504, Brighton, MA 021 35 
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I do not believe that any man fears to be dead, but only the stroke of death. -Francis Bacon 





found curative for some diseases than existing medical prac- 
tices could ever be. Of course science was making great 
strides towards eliminating life threatening ailments. But the 
moral questions underlying the advancing technology had to 
be questioned: was it right to prolong a person's life when 
death was inevitable? And wasn't it better to exercise the 
right to die if living was proving to be 
unbearable?” 
Since Dr.  Ellsworth's 
answers to the preceding ques- 
tions are affirmative he begins 
to take on new patients who 
don't want to continue liv- 
ing. The first is an older 
woman who is dying à 
slow and painful 
death who initially 


tries to seek 
counsel from 
the — church 


She learns that only 
she has the power to do what 
she wants with her life even if it means 
committing an unpardonable crime for which 
she can go straight to hell. Soon after the doc- 
tor helps his first patient end her life, "Death," 
an actual character, comes to town to keep Or. 
Elisworth's hands off of the Grim Reaper's 
duties. There are some pretty silly scenes of the 
suave and debonair “Death” speeding around town in a 
snappy red sports car looking for some action. Also, the 
author's description of the whoring media swooping down to 
devour the breaking story is sarcastic and absurd, The towns- 
people fly into an uproar because investors aren't going to 
want to invest their big bucks in a town whose only claim to 
fame is a death machine. The cops and the district attorney: 
and whoever else don't want people swarming to Desertville 
from all over the globe to come to kill themselves. It would- 
n't be very good for business. After the doctor helps another 
suffering woman kill herself, he gets tossed in jail. Naked. | 
think the author was trying for symbolism here — I'd pick 
Jesus it | had to guess. But the Operator transforms in jail. 
He goes through his own death and rebirth even in this 
time of limbo. After he is finally released, yet another 
woman comes to him who is being tortured by a hellish 
depression. She invites her family, friends, and virtually 
the whole town for a picnic/execution/public suicide. 
The eerie vision of a crowd gathering to witness this 
person kill herself is the most thought-provoking 
scene in the book 
| bet you're thinking, this sounds suspiciously 
similar to the world of Dr. Kevorkian. You could be 
right but, oddly enough, Peter Plate wrote this 
before Dr. K's aided suicide antics were even a 
glimmer on the 10 o'clock news. That in itself 
makes this book interesting. But the layout of the 
novel makes for a laborious reading. We tried to 
give you a brief idea of what it's like throughout 
this review. | did get over it for awhile when the 
story got good but | found that at the end | 
was still pissed at having to weed through it. 
Beyond that, though, the book was entertaining and 
it packed a good punch in the end: The doctor's beliefs are 
challenged as he is forced to live by the rules he created. 
Is life really superior to death? And if it isn't, shouldn't 
you be able to do what you want with yours? A 
Kamikaze In Her Eyes leaves you thinking about where 
you would be able to draw the line if euthanasia Were 
to become an option. This is yet another occasion 
where fiction can't even live up to the insanity of 
modern reality. 


$10.00 post paid from Pressure Drop Press, 
P 0 Вох 460754, San Francisco, CA 94146 
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The Obituaries 
or LESSER-KNOWN SCENESTER DEATHS 


by Gwynne Kahn 
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A.I.D.S. himself until Shortly be- 
fore he died of its related com- 
plications. Actually, Craig was 
Probably too well-known for this 
list anyway, as were his friends 
CLIFF DILLER and MIGUEL BERISTAIN, 
co-founders of the world-famous 
CLUB FUCK!, who met with the same 
end. A.I.D.S.-related illnesses 
have devastated the undergrou 
queer scene throughout the 78 
and '90s. Some of the other per 
to die of this disease are NERVO 
GENDER founder GERARDO VELASQUEZ, 
Latin drag queen extrordinaire 
STEPHEN LOYA, Sin-a-Matic go-go 
dancer KELVIN SLEDGE, cabaret per- 
former RANDY DUSAY a/k/a Steve of 
“STEVE & EDIE,” punker and all- 
around big boy DANIEL ELTRIDGE, 
club booker JIM VAN TYNE, film- 
maker and B-52's mentor TOM 
RUBINITZ, underground film star 
JOHN SEX, Lower East Side drag queen 
INTERNATIONAL CRISIS, BALLEY SIS- 
TERS superstar SHAWN BALLEY, *Vegas 
in Space* star DORIS FISH, night- 
club impresario (best known for the 
ultralong-running CLUB 1970) BI 
LIMBO, and couple-about-town MAY. 
MIZELL and RANDY SM . 
we're on the subject of t. 
sidious gove: 
ment-inspir 
disease, let’ 
not forget new- 
wave mime-dandy 
horror KLAUS 
NOMI, alterna 
tive music's 
first A,I.D.S. 
casualty. 
Dacron, Ritter and Lee's 
Dangerhouse labelmate BLACK RANDY 
was rumoured to be dead of A.I.D.S. 
related complications a long, 
long time ago. Then a letter 
from him showed up in Flipside 
magazine, claiming he was 
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was fully 

quite alive, fuck you very me of his murder. 
much. More recently, I once hought I was 
again heard he was dead, “this hed with 
time for real." heard 
Sometime before the re- ty-seven year 
lease of the second Go-Go's KRAUSE, 
album, BELINDA CARLISLE was player 


rumoured to be dead. This 
turned out to be a big lie, 
although her current politi- 
cal affiliations have led 
many of her fans to specu- 
late that she is brain-dead. 

I once begged talented 
multi-instrumentalist teer 
ager ANASTASIA (a/k/a S| 
later Ana) MOSCOVITCH to join 
one of my all-girl bubblegum 
bands, but she was too dedi- 
cated to playing bass w 
her Orange County goth- 
band THE BELL JAR. They com- 
pleted two records before she 
was run over on her bicycle by a 
drunk driver in 1987. 

ROBERT OMLIT, frontman of leg- 
endary South Bay band THE OMLITS, 
had some sort of chronic back pain 
as well as a whole slew of other 
problems, so his 1991 gunshot sui- 
cide was pretty ur dable. 
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You could be next. 


let's rock animals! 


d "ls 


The new album 
featuring 
"Tomato Head," "Brown 
Mushrooms" and 
"Catnip Dream." 
Includes music 
not available on 
any import! 
Produced by Page Porrazzo 
and Shonen Knife. 
Mixed by Don Fleming. 
© 1993 Virgin Records Japan Ltd. under 






exclusive license in the U.S. by Virgin 
Records America, Inc. 
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CLASSIFIEDS 


$10 FOR 40 WORDS 


BAD TATTOOS! Ex-lover’s names, drunken mis- 
takes, inked mishaps, prison doodles, etc. Submit 
your stories and photographs for a book in progress 
and turn your mark of shame into a mark of fame. 
Call Aesop at (415)695-1269 or write to us at PO. 
Box 401190, SF, CA 94140-1190. 


TAPES WANTED! Odd, weird, unusual tapes 
wanted for radio show. Messages left on answer- 
ing machines, crank calls, strange local radio an- 


FUCKED UP BAD $23 


Contrary to some people's beliefs | really did try 
to proof-read the last issue. It's just that with 
the overwhelming exhaustion, the roaming na- 
ture of my mind, and the fact that every time | 
tried to read the pages the letters would crack 
off the paper and tumble down, through the other 
letters, like a pacchinco machine, it made it a 
little bit difficult and unfortunately | found no 
cure before press time. 


Let's get the worst typo in here first. Many won- 
dered who actually took the photos for our “fash- 
ion spread" last time around. Well, the whole cred- 
its section was eaten by the computer goblins and 
this is how it was to read: Photography: MARC 
ADLEY. Set Design: J.M. REVA. Makeup: BISHON. 
Styling: TAWNY FEATHERSTONE Fancy Pants 
Helpers: DARBY, CLIFF, POLLYANNE HORNBECK. 
Provider of the Deathbed: LIL’ LAUREL. Master- 
mind: CARLA. P.S. From now on you can get all 
your fashion needs satisfied in the Option Fashion 
Pull-Out (what the hell is that?). 


Thanks to Jane Boggart for research help on the 
"TV Rockers" article. 


Cliff came over, freaked over a panic dream he 
had, that Pleasant Gehman's name was spelled 
incorrectly — so | checked it and reassured him 
everything was O.K. Unfortunately it was one of 
her stage names that was to be incorrect. Though 
many call her Tanya it's actually Canya Fucker. (I 
think you can.) 


Oh, and there was lot's of incorrect "facts" in Cliff's 
Woodstock piece. Who cares — go rent the movie. 


We apologize to our bulk mail subscribers who 
had to wait so long for the "Sassy" issue. This time 
around we paid our printer to do the mailing so 
they'd get to you quicker but, let's just say we 
didn't get our money's worth. Oh, and they told 
us they'd try not to print the magazine crooked 
anymore — yeah! 


As far as the girl-powered zines go: Courtney 
(Kickball Action News) — stop pretending you're a 
girl! 

Forgot to thank Bob Cantu for his help with the color 
key for the cover. THANK YOU BOB! 


The correct address for CD zine Chaos Control is 
Bob Gourley, 3 Greenville Dr., Barrington, RI 02806. 


And finally, | forgot to mention the most important 
curly-haired tips: Beer and spit. Works every time! 





















































Who, then, is free? The wise man who can command his passions, who fears not want, nor death, nor chains... 


nouncers, short monologues & poetry, overheard 
conversations, etc. Send tapes to: Mike Shelly, 
WFMU, Upsala College, E. Orange, NJ 07019. 


ALTERNATIVE LIVE MUSIC SHOWS AND 
CRANK CALL TAPES: Many shows to choose from 
all over the world. Priced between $5 and $15. To 
receive the latest catalogue, FREE, enclose an SASE 
and send to: BGD, PO Box16184, Attn: BID, New- 
port Beach, CA 92659-8614. 


MANIC PANIC HAIR COLOR! 32 outrageous col- 
ors! Reds, yellows, greens blues, purples & more! 
Semi-permanent/not tested on animals. Send SASE 
for color chart & order form. Wholesale inquiries 
welcomed. Tish and Snooky’s Manic Panic, 321 E. 
9th St. Dept. D, NYC 10003, (212) 254-5517. 


GOOD TEXAS UNDERGROUND MUSIC: Cher- 
ubs, Do It Now Foundation, Crown Roast, Inhal- 
ants, and more. Send a stamp for catalogue. Un- 
clean, РО. 49737, Austin, TX 78765. 


HACKING / PHREAKING / Cracking / Electron- 
ics information / Viruses / Anarchy / Internet in- 
formation now available on computer disks, books, 
manuals or membership. Send $1 for catalog to: 
SotMESC, Box 573, Long Beach, MS 39560 


ATTENTION ZINES AND BANDS: We at Re- 
pression Records have put together a computer- 
ized list of over 200 responsive zines from all over 
the world! Each list is very neatly compiled and is 
only $1.00 p.p.d. (cash only please) Use this for 
great promotion! Lists are mailed the same day so 
you can get started right away! Send to: Repres- 
sion Records, 22 Dorchester Ave., Geneva, NY 
14456 -2315, Zines! Send a copy of your work to 
be on the next updated list. 


REPRESSION RECORDS is currently looking for 
serious bands to sign! We plan to put the records 
out on LP and CD formats. If you think you're good 
enough, then send your demo and a picture to: Re- 
pression Records, Dorchester Ave., Geneva, NY 
14556-2315 USA. 

GET OFF MY WAGON ZINE, first issue: Fluid, 
Transition, 36 7” reviews; 1,000 copies come with 
Glazed Baby/ Horsey split ($4 PPD). Next issue: 
Bikes! Vinyl: Shiv! Imminent Rock, PO Box 16041, 
Oakland, CA. 94610-6041. Mail/music, we respond! 


PEOPLE AGAINST RACIST TERROR: Bi- 
monthly newsmag, “Turning the Tide.” Sample $2, 
sub. $7.50 from PART, PO Box 1990-B, Burbank, CA 
91507. Tel: (310) 288-5003. Reports $2 each: Copsand 
the Klan, Hitler an Ecologist? Neo-Nazis in Anti- 
Abortion movement, etc. 






LOST AND LONELY MAIL: The following is a list of 
people who were supposed to receive: something special from 
us but for one reason or another it was returned here. If this 
is you please contact us at: Ben Is Dead, PO Box 3166, 
Hollywood, CA 90028 and let us know what's up! 


Doran Gura (DC), Jowell Gregory (CA), Jeffery Martin (NY), 
Derek Schaffer (CA), David Whitfield (SD), David Flashbomb 
(Alberta), Jean Hefferman (London), Dale Thorn (TN), Elvia 
the Troll (CA), Tristan Riley (CA), Corrie Saux (LA), Jolyn 
Matsumuro (CA), Joseph Lioa (CA), J Enright (PA), Luci (СА), 
D. Conyers (CA), Karina Fuchs (CA), Mike Hager (FL), Tho- 
mas Spoonstip (IN), Breitanstein (CA), Thomas Morello (CA), 
Beth Allem (CA), Ronnie Richardson (CA), Chris Davis (WI), 
Yvonne Ericson (NY), Mr. Spock (FPO, AP), Daniel Eisenberg 
(FL), Michael Dillon (OH), Dennis Alexander (IL), Dave Bayer 
(PA), Hanna Rutherford (MO), Lewis Joyce (OR), David 
Arshawsky (CA), Marjorie Phares (FL), Adam Domes (CA), 
Lisa Ann DuPont (CA), Lisa Ringer (CA), Jo Rae Sandoval (NM) 






















BACK ISSUES AVAILABLE!!! 
#23 THE ULTIMATE VERY ESSENTIAL SUPER 
EXTRA-SPECIAL SASSY ISSUE, #22 MODERN 
TRANSMISSIONS & SENSORY OVERLOAD, 
#20/21 THE SEX ISSUE [SOLD OUT], #19 THE 
RIOT [THEMELESS] ISSUE, #18 GLAMOUR CIN- 
CLUDES THE FAMED “BEAUTY TIPS FOR JUNK- 
IES”), #16/17 THE GROSS ISSUE*, #15 RE- 
VENGE, #14 DISINFORMATION [S COPIES 
LEFT], #13 THE BROKE ISSUE* [ONLY 20 COP- 


IES LEFT], #12 CENSORSHIP, #11 OBSES 
SIONS & BAD HABITS [ONLY 5 COPIES LEFT). 


ONLY $4 EACH! 


All marked with * are sold out 
and cost $7 for a photocopy version, 


SAMPLE COPIES 

SUBSCRIPTION (6 ISSUES /BULK MAIL) 

TST CLASS SUBSCRIPTION 

SEX T-SHIRT (WHITE ON BLK. L OR XL) 

BROKE T-SHIRT (WHITE OR GREY)... 

ZIP CODE T-SHIRT (2 SIDED /WHITE ON BLK 
LONG SLEEVE 


BEN IS DEAD GLITTER SHIRT (ON LAVANDER, BLUE, OR GREY) .. $12 
BEN IS DEAD DEATH SHIRT (THIS COVER /ON BLK) .... $15 
BEN SUPERSTAR BUMPER STICKER . 


CALIFORNIA RESIDENTS: Add 8 1/296 soles tax. T-SHIRTS: Specify M, L, 
XL. FOREIGN ORDERS: SAMPLE COPIES: Canada add 52. Europe & else- 
where add $3. 1ST CLASS SUBSCRIPTIONS: Canada add $5. Europe & else- 
Where odd $15. T-SHIRTS: Canada add $3, Europe & elsewhere add $5, 


MAKE ALL CHECKS DUT TO BEN IS DEAD. 
SEND TO PO BOX 3166, HOLLYWOOD, CA 90028. 





Coming Next Time: 
the Super 


TIMELY 


NECESSARY 
ben is dead 
retro hell 
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AN OR BACKWARDS: 


Your body is $3 worth of chemicals. 
You? You're. 

Chicks in black 

Princess with a fatal charm. 

Why... 

Agricultural demigod. 

Ain't no... there 

The way men come and go. 
Electrical do-it-yourself. 

Wine and cheese, but please God not my 
face! 

What no one hasn't got 

Some would say you're doing well if you 
get C's in this. 

End of an..." 

Played his last note in a garage. 
Marine Corps has been. 

Greek, God's voice? 

Knob job 

Hemlock legs. 

Not even! 

Machine that’s flat when you are. 
Double your pleasure. 

Temporary fix for a bad mood? 
River of no return. 

God of death. 

Cheap way to go? 

He knows when you've been 

But couldn't hide. 

Death's answer to another chance. 
When you wake up ‘the morning after. 
Stuffed and saddled forever. 

Long to belong. 

Loser's accomplishment. 

Latin for last rites. 

Calley's rank (Mee Lai massacre). 
When the final alarm goes off, you ve 
Buy your own gun 

No fun when you're loaded 
Goddess of love. 

Final moment feeling 

Deadly nastiness nastiness. 
Gladiator final countdown number? 


. Going down together. 


Another name for nothing. 

Swiss contribution to consciousness? 
Christian soldiers think they'll 

Fuzzy weather for dying. 


81. Sound right before you buy it. 

82. Two joint digits or obscure term for 
astral body. 

83. What you're needed for in the dirt. 

85. Death: "save the last....for me.” 

87. Goal of quest.? 

88. Owl how! 

91, Vaunted greeting to depressed. 

94. Organs of deception. 

95. Other down under 

97. Singer's hope, 

101.Body part that wants to take over the 
whole. 

102....commision or omission 

103.Haunting falsehoods 

104.Angel of death, 

105.Poison vine. 

106.Last call? 

109.Norse Head. 

110.Easy death 

111.Greek deadline deities. 

112.Sentimental songs. 


aie OR UP: 

Way to go after inhaling weird 

chemicals; ‘In a. 

Some say your aura is like an 

If your karma was shellfish poisoning 

you were probably too. 

This is not right! 

It you didn't know, your ass should be 

in 

The little death 

When is a penis a ‘necktie?’ 

BID usual Stale. 

10. Lumpy locks and midnight thoughts. 

12. Pregnant question and ‘the pill 

15. One of two ways to kill yourself with 
razors. 

20. ...Рваб 

21. Female freedom or death of an 

22. Alternative source of income. 

23. Bogart’s doing it now, the 

24. Dreamless sleep. 

25. Option delimiter. 

27. Paying the ‘rent. 

30. Drink for losers. 

31.. When everyone goes with you, we're 

32. Are you spoiled? 


go no 


won 


BEN IS DEATH CROSSWORD > >. 














Deat 
Temptress-from-hell hype 

Telltale wrist-slitters aftershave? 
Latin's nothing! 

Letter symbol for death, 

Name for the Nameless. 

Why they call them ‘stiffs.’ 

Even at noon people die in ће 
Best place to die? 

41 bad reason to commit suicide. 
On your way alone. 

Goethe's death 

Final duck ditties? 

Who are you if you're really no one. 
How to escape? No 
Incense name. 
Big Weenie. 
Karmic concern. 
Method and result of using some drug 


2. Way to go? 


When you really can't let go. 

No one will hear you if you do. 
Lynard Skynard band member final 
words: "This. .." 
Good citizen in both worlds. 


ig Death greeting. 
Which came first. 
Kn the Big Secret. 


2. Life support letdown. 







107. Living Dead container. 
108.To. ..or not. 


5. Organ of dreams in Chinese Medici 


100. Target of goodbye kiss? 
104. What had Cleopatra after Marc Was 






Enema porn? 


Final word 
You're in tor.. surprise. 













done. 


ANSWERS ON PAGE 
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